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ACT  I. 

SCENE.— Saardam,  or  Windmill  Town,  on  the 
shore,  and  at  the  mouth  of  the  Zaan,  an  estuary  of 
the  Zuyder  Zee.  To  the  right  and  left,  houses  and 
shipbuilders'  yards.  In  the  distance,  the  Zaan. 
Among  the  vessels  in  the  waters  is  one  supposed  to 
be  the  "Flying  Dutchman,"  entirely  black.  In 
the  foreground  is  seen  the  interior  of  a  tavern,  the 
"  Gouden  Molen,"  or  "  Golden  Mill,"  in  which 
tables  are  arranged.  People  smoking,  drinking, 
playing  various  games,  and  groups  exhibiting  the 
some  grotesque  figures  so  ably  described  in  the  pic- 
tures of  Teniers,  Ostade,  and  the  Dutch  masters. 

KATRINE  is  seen  passing  amongst  them,  distribut- 
ing drink,  and  seeing  that  nothing  is  wanting, 
DEITCH  and  a  party  at  table,  0.  P.,  singing  the 
well-known  Dutch  melody, 

SONG.— DEITCH. 

Saufen  bier  and  Brante  wcin, 
Schmeissen,  alle,  diefenstun  ein. 
Ich  ben  liederlich, 
Du  bist  liederlich, 
Svnd  wir  nicht  liederlich  a  lente. 

(Chorus. — Omnes,  while  dancing.) 
Ich  ben  liederlich,  &c. 

WINKY  BOSS  enters,  n.  u.  E.,  and"  pushes  Tiis  way 
through  dancers. 

Kat.  Ah,  mynheer,  is  that  you  ? 

Win.  Ja,  good  ferdoum,  and  no  von  else ! 

Omnes.  Good  day,  Winky.  We  had  almost  given 
you  up ! 

Win.  Donner  und  blitzen !  I  haf  almost  given 
mcinself  up,  too!  Der  vinds  blow  up  der  dust 
right  ahead,  and  bung  up  mein  blinkers.  Ich 
should  haf  gone  on  der  wrong  tack  but  fcr  your 
squalls ! 

Kat.  Squalls,  mynheer,  is  not  the  word.  Deitch, 
here,  the  cooper,  has  been  giving  us  a  good  song. 

Win.  Ja,  sapperment !  And  because  he  is  a 
cooper,  you  tink  he  must  be  goot  at  a  stave/ 

Oinnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha !    Bravo,  Winky  Boss ! 

Win.  Here,  Katrine,  a  throw  of  schnapps,  just 
to  fill  mein  stomach — der  is  noting  in  it ! 

(Drinks,  lights  his  long  pipe,  and  smokes.) 

Deitch.  You  have  come  from  the  vessel,  I  sup- 
pose? 

Win.  (A  puff  and  a  pause.)  Ja ! 

Deitch.  When  does  she  sail  ? 

Win.  So  soon  as  der  vinds  shall  change.  Bonder ! 
it  is  the  first  voyage  der  Flying  Dutchman  shall 
take,  and  we  must  vait  for  de  vinds. 

Deitch.  Then  the  crew 

Win.  Haf  no  vork  to  do  but  eating,  drinking. 


and  dancing.  Sapperment !  only  dis  morning, 
Mynheer  Spiegelhalter  has  given  to  each  man  two 
guilders  to  drink  success  to  der  new  sheep  (ship). 

Deilch.  There  was  no  occasion  to  say  that  word 
twice. 

Win.  Nein  !  here  are  some  of  der  lads.     (Music.) 

Enter  SEVERAL  DUTCH   SAILORS,   H.   u.   E. 
They  all  throw  off  their  caps  and  cloaks, 

Kat.  Welcome,  mynheeren,  welcome ! 

Win.  Velcorne !  Sapperment !  Vos  cheer,  mein 
tiearties. 

Jan.  Good  cheer,  boatswain  ;  we  have  come  to 
spend  the  owner's  gratuity,  and  drink  his  health . 

Win.  Das  is  goot — for  Mynheer  Spiegelhalter  is  a 
goot  man,  and  Mynheer  Spiegelhalter  is  a  rich 
man. 

Jtat.  And  pray,  mynheer,  are  we  not  rich  also 
since  the  great  shipowner  has  come  amongst  us  ? 
Until  his  time  the  town  of  Saardam  contained  but 
a  handful  of  poor  fishermen.  What  a  difference 
now,  beautiful  workshops,  timber  yards ;  finer  and 
re  plentiful  than  any  in  Holland.  Hundreds  of 
artisans  daily  employed,  and  not  a  poor  man  in 
the  whole  place. 

Win.  Ja !  Das  is  as  true  as  der  log-book. 

Xat.  If  any  of  you  meet  with  an  accident,  if  a 
child  be  left  fatherless,  a  mother  without  support, 
who  is  always  ready  to  render  assistance  ?  Why, 
Mynheer  Spigelhalter. 

Win.  Ja,  sapperment !  but  das  is  so  ! 

Kat.  Then  there's  his  daughter,  his  charming 
daughter. 

Win.  Charming — ja — but  das  is  so ! 

Kat.  Who  is  it  goes  to  sick  beds— who  wipes  away 
your  tears,  and  like  an  angel  brings  pity  and  com- 
fort wherever  she  places  her  foot  r1 

Win.  Vhy,  der  fraulein — der  beautiful  Estelle 
Spiegelhalter !  Good  ferdoum !  I  could  hug  her 
as  I  hug  you,  mein  Katrine. 

(Tries  to  kiss  Katrine.) 

Kat.  No  pawing,  if  you  please,  mynheer.  • 

Win.  Hiiamel  and  Erde !  der  vomans  is  more 
difficult  to  manage  as  der  freegate  of  thirty-six 
guns,  so  I  shall  stick  in  der  future  to  mein  lawful 
spouse. 

Kat.  Your  lawful  spouse?  No  doubt  you  are 
proud  of  her  ? 

Win.  Ja!  She  is  sheated  and  copper-bottomed ! 

Kat.  What  an  extraordinary  wife  you  must  have, 
mynheer ! 

Win.  Wife !  Sapperment !  It  is  der  sheep,  der 
Flying  Deitchman.  I  am  der  boatswain,  and  saw 
her  pass  from  der  stocks  to  der  ocean. 

Jan.  Ah,  mynheer,  her  launch  must  have  been  a 
fine  sight. 
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Win.  Ah,  Jansen,  he  who  not  seen  der  launch 
of  der  Flying  Deitchman,  has  seen  not  noting. 
Picture  to  your  minds  a  house  of  three  stories,  all 
der  people  placed  npon  der  keel,  about  as  tick  as 
der  blade  of  der  knife,  which  is  retained  only,  on 
an  inclined  plane,  by  its  single  and  last  bolt ;  dat 
bolt  is  withdrawn,  der  mighty  fabric  advances — 
slowly,  as  von  may  say,  like  a  child  risking  its  first 
seep  ;  drawn  by  its  own  veight,  it  rushes  like  an 
avalanche — all  hearts  beat,  but  all  voices  are  silent. 
At  last  der  vessel  enters  her  element,  der  moder 
ocean,  which  opens  to  receive,  seems  to  swallow 
her  infant,  but  she  is  merely  embracing  the  newly 
born ;  recovering  placidity,  and  balancing  proudly, 
der  noble  sheep  soon  nestles  in  der  maternal 
bosom ;  she  hoists  her  flag,  and  de  crowd  salute 
mit  von  real  cry  of  enthusiasm,  for  dey  know  it  is 
von  of  the  defenders  of  their  country,  and  may  be, 
von  of  her  glories. 

Omnes.  Three  cheers  for  the  Flying  Dutchman  ! 
Jan.  Aye,  by  the  way,  mynheer,  do  you  know 
who  drew  the  bolt  at  the  launch  ? 

Win.  Ja !  but  I  shall  tell  you  more  about  that 
vhen  I  shall  have  made  mein  dinner.  Hilloa, 
Katrine,  haul  out  a  stowage  of  "  sour  kraut  "  and 
sausages  in  your  parlour.  Dee  stomachs  of  meiu 
friends  are  keen  as  der  frosts  in  der  vinter's 
night. 

Kat.  This  way,  mynheeren. 
Win   Before  I  shall  eat  I  shall  pay  der  reckon- 
ing.    (Gives  money  to  Katrine  out  of  a  long  leather 
purse.)     There  are  seven  of  us — dere  are  eight 
guilder — von  for  yourself! 

Kat.  Well,  mynheer,  as  yon  are  so  generous,  I 
think  I  must  now  let  you  touch  my  lips — but  mind, 
it  must  be  modestly. 

Win.  Ja!  (Smacks  Katrine  loudly.)  Das  is 
petter  asgoot. 

(The  Dutch  sailors  laugh,  and  go  out 
with  Katrine,  L. — Wiiikey  folloics 
leisurely,  first  relighting  his  pipe. — 
Dancing  is  resumed  by  company  in  the 
tavern.  Suddenly  HERMAN  is  seen, 
B.,  breaking  through  crowd,  and 
enters,  to  Katrine.) 

Her.    Good    news,  friends!     Mynheer  Spiegel- 
halter  and  his  daughter  are  coming. 
Omnes.  Huzza !  huzza ! 

SPIEGELHALTER  and  ESTELLE  enter,  n.—As 
soon  as  they  are  perceived,  all  hats  and  bonnets 
are  flying  in  the  air. — Some  jump  upon  tables, 
others  upon  the  seats,  &c.,  everybody  shouting — 
"Long  life  to  Mynheer  Spiegelhalter i — Long 
life  to  his  daughter!" 


Enough!  enough!  my  good  people! 
Pleased  as  I  may  be  with  these  marks  of  attach- 
ment, I  feel  I  do  not  merit  such  excessive  grati- 
tude. 

Omnes.  Yes,  yes. 

Van  Sloop.  Aye,  aye,  my  hearties !  Mynheer 
deserves  all,  and  a  great  deal  more  into  the  bar- 
gain! 

Deitch.  Yes,  speaking  metaphorically,  we  are 
but  the  barrel,  and  mynheer  the  chime — knock 
away  the  chime,  and,  as  we  coopers  know,  the 
barrel  goes  to  pieces. 

Spieg.  It's  to  your  industry  and  activity  that  I 
owe  in  a  great  measure  the  continual  increase  of 
that  wealth,  which  it  is  but  just  I  should  share 
with  you.  I  direct  your  labours,  that  is  my  only 
merit. 


Omnes.  No!  no! 

Spieg.  Thanks  to  our  united  efforts,  we  have 
enriched  Holland  by  changing  a  miserable  village 
into  the  flourishing  city  of  Saardam.  "We  may  all 
claim  the  title  of  being  useful  citizens,  and  in  this 
noble  enterprise  I  seek  no  greater  share  of  praise 
than  any  among  you.  (The  crowd  cheer  again.) 
Spare  me!  spare  me!  (The  cheering  ceases.)  The 
weatherwise  tell  me  that  in  a  few  short  hours  we 
may  welcome  a  favourable  wind.  If  their  prog- 
nostications be  correct,  I  shall  extend  my  great 
work  of  the  approaching  season,  and  put  to  sea  the 
Flying  Dutchman.  This  beautiful  vessel,  built 
with  every  modern  appliance,  has  also  a  peculiar 
mode  of  propulsion,  possessing  very  important 
advantages,  and  will,  if  I  am  not  greatly  mistaken, 
prove  herself  the  swiftest  craft  afloat*  Her  reputa- 
tion is  increasing  daily  in  Holland,  and  even  in 
mighty  England,  who  has  till  now  disputed  with 
us  the  mastery  of  the  main.  Katrine,  let  each  one 
present  be  served  with  a  etonp  of  liquor,  that 
they  may  drink  "prosperity  attend  the  first 
voyage  of  the  Flying  Dutchman!" 

(All  clap  their  hands,  and  cry, "  Bravo !" 
The  liquor  called  for  is  brought  infrom 
L.,  and  served,  while  the  ensuing  dia- 
logue goes  forward.) 

Est.  It's  very  strange,  papa !  Frederick  was  to 
meet  us  by  his  own  appointment,  and  yet  he  is  not 
come. 

Spieg.  Apparently  not  yet,  Estelle— but  depend 
npon  it  he  will  not  keep  us  waiting  long.  Folks 
travel  fast,  they  say,  when  propelled  by  the  wings 
of  love. 

Est.  I  think,  papa,  he  would  find  a  good  vessel, 
a  more  expeditious  mode  of  conveyance,  and  now 
I  speak  of  boats — I  dare  say,  that  at  the  sculling 
match  we  shall  find  him. 

Spieg.  Fie,  fie,  daughter,  you  are  unjust  to  your 
intended.  I  warrant  that  it  is  not  his  own  fault 
he  is  not  here — perhaps  his  father,  the  baron,  may 

(Horns  heard  without. — The  attention 
of  everybody  is  attracted  by  the  sound, 
and  after  a  pause  a  crowd  of  young 
men  and  women  make  their  appear- 
once  before  the  tavern  R.) 

Fan  Sloop.  (Advancing,  cap  in  hand.)  Please,  your 
honour's  worship,  as  an  old  tar,  the  young  uns 
have  ordered  me  first  a-head  to  be  spokesman  to 
your  honour,  and  your  honour's  daughter.  Not 
as  it's  any  honour  on  my  part,  your  honour,  and 
saving  your  honour's  presence. 

Spieg.  Tut,  tut,  speak  plainly,  Van  Sloop,  and 
then  I  shall  understand  you.  What  is  it  that  you 
now  require  of  me  ? 

Fan  S.  Well,  your  honour !  I've  a  bit  of  a  favour 
to  ask. 

Spieg.  Well— well,  my  good  man,  let  me  hear  it, 
and  if  I  can  grant  your  request,  I  will  readily  do 

BO. 

Fan  S.  Why,  you  sees,  mynheer,  as  how  there's 
to  be  a  sculling  match  to  try  the  speed  of  the 
ships  boats,  among  shipwrights,  coopers,  seamen, 
and  other  lubbers  employed  in  your  docks.  There's 
a  prize  of  honour  to  the  best  oarsman,  and  so  we 
all  thinks,  if  so  be  as  we  ain't  too  proud,  that  the 
hand  of  Miss  Estelle  ought  to  bestow  the  aforesaid 
prize,  notwithstanding 

Spieg.  Certainly,  Van  Sloop.  My  daughter  ia 
honoured  by  such  a  mark  of  esteem. 
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Deitch.  Then  you  and  I,  Van  Sloop,  will  try  a 
match  for  it. 

Van  S.  Aye,  aye !  I  am  quite  ready  and  willing, 
Deitch. 

Est.  Won't  you  come,  papa  ? 
Spieg.  Certainly,  my  dear.     But  don't  let  me 
forget  this.     (Gives  Estelle  a  purse.)    Let  this  re- 
ward be  given  by  you  to  the  conqueror. 

[Shouts  and  music. — Spiegelhalter^  leads 
Estelle  out,  R.  All  depart  with  joyous 
acclamation. 

After  a  pause,  WINKY  BOSS,  JANSEN,  and  Dutch 
Sailors  enter,  L.,  and  seat  themselves  at  the  table, 

P.  B. 

Win.  (Leisurely  loading  his  pipe  and  smoking.) 
Donder!  but  der  dinner  vos  goot,  der  sausages 

vas  goot,  un  der  saur-kraut  vos 

Jan.  Excellent! 

Win.  Ja!  I  smell  him  under  rnein  noso  even 
now ! 

Jan.  The  Rhine  wine,  too,  was  very  tolerable, 
mynheer.    You  tasted  it,  of  course,  during  dinner  ? 
Win.  Nein! 
Jan.  No? 

Win.  I  never  drink ! 
Jan.  Never  drink  ? 

Win.  Never,  vhen  I  am  eating.  Do  der  von  ting 
at  der  von  time  is  der  motto  of  Von  Grotins !  Und, 
sapperment !  Von  Grotius  shall  be  a  great  man, 
und  his  wife,  also ! 

Jan.  You  may  well  call  Von  Grotius  a  great 
man ! 

Win.  Ja!  a  very  great  man.  He  veigh,  English 
veight,  dirty  stone,  and  his  wife  vos  dirty-two ! 

Jan.  But  come,  mynheer,  we  are  steei-ing  into  a 
strange  latitude,  and  leaving  the  right  tack.  Don't 
forget  your  promise. 
Win.  Nein ! 

(Spea/cs  slowly,   and  re-lights  his  pipe 

with  sangfroid.) 

Jan.  During  dinner  we  respected  all  your  secrets. 
Such  a  discretion  merits  its  recompense,  and  we 
hope  you  will  now  tell  us  more  of  the  history  of 
the  Flying  Dutchman  and  her  mysterious  captain. 
Win.  Ven  der  Hollands  gin  shall  come — not  be- 
fore! 

Jan.  YOTI  will  not  wait  long,  then,  for  see,  the 
liquor  is  here. 

(Music.—  ANNETTE,  a  servant,  enters, 
L.,  and  places  bottles  and  glasses  on 
table.     She  then,  during  the  following 
dialogue,  draws   curtain,    by    which 
means  the  exterior  is  concealed  from 
the  audience,  and  the  scene  assumes 
the  aspect  of  a  cosy  Dutch  chamber.) 
Annette.  Here  is  the  drink,  mynheeren. 
Jan.  Thank'ee  my  lass !    I'll  tot  it  out,  and  we'll 
have  a  toast. 

Win.  Ja !    I  shall  drink  von  all  to  meinself ! 
Jan.  To  yourself ! 

Fin.  Ja !  I  shall  toast  der  Flying  Dutchman  ! 
Jan.  The  very  thing  I  was  going  to  do.  (They 
respond  to  the  toast.)  Apropos  of  the  Flying  Dutch- 
man, let  us  now  have  your  narrative,  mynheer. 
Win.  Ja  !  (A  pause.)  Mein  pipe  is  out. 
Jan.  Quick— alight,  my  lass. 

(Annette  gets  one.) 

Win.  (Lights  his  pipe  and  smofces  leisurely.)  Das 
is  goot.  (He  appears  suddenly  ajfected.)  Ja,  ja !  I 
shall  veep. 

(DasJies  a  tear  from  his  eye  with  the  cuff 
of  his  coat.) 


Jan.  Eh !  zounds,  mynheer !  How  agitated  you 
Bern ! 

Win.  I  shall  be  petter  presently.  You  are  sur- 
prised to  see  der  tear  in  mein  eye,  but  at  das 
perilous  moment  ven  der  Flying  Deitchman  vas 
launched,  sailors,  old  enough  to  be  mein  graud- 
moders,  vept,  and  dere  stout  heart,  like  mein  own, 
beat  wid  der  anxiety. 

Jan.  Was  there  an  accident,  then  ? 

Win.  Nein!  You  shall  listen:  dere  vas  von 
convict  condemned,  at  der  risk  of  his  own  life,  to 
draw  der  last  bolt  of  der  vessel,  der  Flying  Deitch- 
man. 

Jan.  I  see,  and  by  so  doing  purchase  his  liberty. 

Win.  Ja !  for  it  is  a  hazardous  duty,  and  der 
poor  wretch  to  whom  it  is  assigned,  if  too  venture- 
some, may  be  crushed  as  von  fly,  and  his  body 
pounded  into  a  myriad  of  atoms.  Veil,  ven  der 
signal  vos  given,  der  convict  advanced  mit  a  firm 
step  to  der  massive  sheep,  but  when  he  arrive  im- 
mediately under  it,  der  imminence  of  der  danger 
paralyze  him,  and  he  say,  "  Take  me  back  to  mein 
prison,  put  on  my  shains ;  I  cannot  die  !" 

(Puffs  vigorously.) 

Jan.  His  heart  failing  him,  of  course  the  cere- 
mony had  to  be  put  off. 

Win.  Nien. 

Jan.  No! 

Win.  Ja!  (Puffs placidly.) 

Jan.  And  how  so,  mynheer  ? 

Win.  Don't  hurry  yourself,  Jansen,  und  I  shall 
tell  you.  (He  puffs  out  again.)  Ven  der  spectators 
were  preparing  to  vos  you  shall  call  skeedaddle,  a 
young  sailor  jump  out  of  the  crowd,  he  vos  a 
mere  lad — some  small  years  old  only — donder,  von 
could  hardly  call  him  a  man— but,  sapperment !  he 
had  der  heart  of  twenty  men,  for  he  snatch 
der  axe  from  der  hant  of  der  convict,  and  before 
you  shall  say  Jan  Robinsons,  he  vos  under  der 
keel  of  der  Flying  Deitchman. 

Jan.  What  followed  ? 

Win.  Von  great  crash — such  a  crash  as  you  shall 
never  see  again — for  der  mighty  sheep,  like  light- 
ning, vas  dashing  into  the  vaters  ;  and  der  brave 
young  sailors  had  cut  away  der  last  bolt  das  helt 
her. 

Jan.  Had  he  escaped  uninjured  ? 

Win.  Ja !  and  ven  it  vos  perceived,  dere  vos  von 
very  large  shout  from  der  vast  concourse  of  peoples 
assembled;  das  shout  echoed  in  der  air  for  at  least 
twenty  miles  1 

Jan.  Twenty  miles ! 

Win.  Ja !  I  shall  be  at  Amsterdam,  fifty  miles 
off,  and  I  shall  hear  it ! 

Jan.  I  suppose  the  hero  of  the  day  received  the 
reward  he  had  so  nobly  gained  ? 

Win.  Ja!  Mynheer  Spiegelhalter  vos  so  well 
please  mit  his  courage  und  intrepidity,  that  he 
say,  "  Mein  friend,  you  haf  by  dis  act  proved  your- 
self a  true  seaman — so  true  a  seaman  as  ever  trod 
der  plank  !  You  haf  done  vos  vould  haf  appalled 
half  der  Admiralty,  and  deir  gold  swabs  shall  be 
on  y  our  shoulders ! "  ( P  uffs . ) 

Jan.  I  guess  the  sequel.  This  young  sailor— 
this  daring  adventurer — this  Crichton  of  the  seas 
— is  no  other  than 

Win.  Philip  Vanderdecken,  captain  of  der  Fly- 
ing Deitchman  ! 

Jan.  Hum !  This  story  of  yours,  mynheer,  has 
set  me  a-thinking— that  is  to  say,  I  have  always 
thought  the  skipper  a  devil,  and  now  I  am  sure  of 
it! 
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Win.  Don't  let  him  hear  you  say  so,  or,  verdainmt, 
he  will  put  your  nose  on  his  fist ! 

Jan.  Nevertheless,  I  shall  repeat  my  assertion. 

Win.  Teufel !— Den  vos  is  your  drift  ? 

Jan.  Can't  say — I'm  out  of  my  reckoning  alto- 
gether ;  but  this  I  can  say,  that  t'other  night  I 
saw  the  captain  put  off  to  the  vessel,  and  as  I 
turned  the  corner  from  the  starting-place,  he 
nearly  ran  me  down  in  the  street. 

Win.  (Stares  Jansen  vacantly  in  the  face,  and 
then,  blowing  a  whiff,  exclaims,  dryly)  He  vos  mad! 

Annette.  (Coming  forward.)  Mynheer  Jansen  is 
not  so  mad  as  you  think,  and  I  can  bear  out  what 
he  says.  I  know  for  certain  that  Captain  Vander- 
dec~ken  is  only 

Win.  Der  tenfel!  Verdammt!  vos  oder  story 
shall  you  stoff  me  mit. 

Annette.  No  story  at  all,  but  the  plain  truth,  as 
I  hope  to  be  married. 

Win.  Ja !  I  shall  believe  you  shall  vont  to  be 
married,  so  frauleiu,  you  can  go  on — vos  about 
der  capitaine. 

Annette.  Are  you  sure  he  can't  hear? 

Win.  (Leisurely  surveys  the  room,  puffs,  and  says) 
Ja !  He  cannot  hear,  because  he  is  not  here. 

Annette.  Well,  then,  it  was  only  yesterday  that 
Mynheer  Vanderdecken  bounced  into  this  very 
room,  and  said  "  Bring  me  some  wine  !"  I  replied, 
"  In  a  moment,"  and  I  went  to  the  bar.  When  I 
got  to  the  bar  I  found  him  there  also,  and  crying 
out  with  a  large  oath,  "Give  me  some  schiedam  \" 
(Music  tremulo.) 

Win.  Vos— der  capitaine  ? 

Annette.  Yes!  your  captain! 

Win.  Sure? 

Annette.  Sure! 

Win.  Had  he  von  long  tail  ? 

Annette.  I  hadn't  the  courage  to  look  behind 
me. 

Win.  Nein!  That  vos  pitiful!  Der  teufel,  folk 
say,  has  der  cloven  foots.  I  shall  see  Mynheer 
Vanderdecken.  mitout  his  boots  on 

VANDERDECKEN,  icTio  has  entered  at  back,  and 
seated  himself  at  the  tal/Ze,  R.,  unperceived,  now 
/er  the  first  time  speaks. 

Van.  When  you  have  done  with  those  gentle- 
men, my  dear,  perhaps  you  will  attend  to  their 
commander. 

Annette.  Mercy !  'tis  he  himself  ! 
Jan.  His  honour  here !     My  precious  limbs ! 
Win.  Ja!    Jansen,    don't  you  smell  der  brim- 
stone ? 

(The  above  dialogue  is  spoken  gloomily  by 
Annette,  Jansen,  and  Wtnky,  and  as 
Vanderdecken  advances  they  avoid  him 
and  retire  up.) 

Van.  So,  report  is  true.  The  superstition  seems 
to  have  affected  even  my  own  crew,  so  much  the 
better,  it  may  assist  me  in  the  object  I  have  in  view. 
(Turns  gaily  round  and  addresses  Annette.)  Come,  my 
dear,  tell  me,  as  I  have  pressing  business.  (Puts  his 
arm  round  Annette's  waist.)  Can  I  see  your  mistress  ? 

Annette.  (Timidly.)  She  has  gone (Pauses.) 

Fan.  Gone!    Where? 

Annette.  To  see  the  scullers'  match. 

Fan.  Then  she  will  return  shortly,  no  doubt, 
and  I  must  wait  for  her.  By  the  way,  while  I  am 
capering  on  shore  here,  my  lass,  you  may  serve  me 
with  a  fried  omelette  or  two,  by  way  of  diversion, 
and  some  wine. 


Annette.  (Still  tremulous.)  Directly,  mynheer. 

(Going.) 

Fan.  Stay !  you  have  not  inquired  of  which  u-ine 
I  will  pai-take. 
.<4nnette.  No — no,  mynheer. 
Foil.  Shall  I  name  it  ? 
Annette.  Yes— yes,  if  you  please,  mynheer. 
Fan.  Then  it  shall  be  the  nectar  that  sparkles  on 
these  cherry  lips.  (.Kisses  Annette.) 

Annette.  Oh,  fie  !  mynheer,  (^side.)  If  he  be 
really  a  devil,  he's  a  remarkably  handsome  one, 
and  by  no  means  so  ugly  or  black  as  the  devil  is 
usually  painted. 

[Euns  off  with  some  little  show  of  terror, 
L. — Fanderdecfcen  now  turns  to  the 
sailors,  who  are  about  to  take  an 
abrupt  departure,  R. 

Fan.  Avast,  there ;  you  aro  sheering  off  without 
orders.  (Pause.)  Come  to  me,  here,  all  of  you, 
and  don't  stand  staring  like  a  set  of  dolphins  at 
confession.  Winky  Boss ! 

Win.  Ja !    Ich  ben  here,  your  honour. 

(Saltttes,  and  comes  forward.) 

Van.  Hold  yourself  in  readiness  to  call  out  the 
gangs. 

Fin.  Ja! 

Fan.  And  let  the  eye  of  your  experience  see  that 
the  Dutchman  has  her  longboat,  and  that  in  every 
respect  she  is  taut  and  trim. 

Win.  Ja!  ja!  your  honours!  der  sTiceps  shall  be 
as  taut  and  trim,  alow  and  aloft,  as  mein  lady's 
bed  shambers. 

Fan.  My  lads,  you  may  receive  sailing  orders 
much  sooner  than  you  expect,  for  a  sou'-wester  is 
suddenly  springing  up,  and  we  shall  be  out  of  the 
Saardam  waters  before  twenty-four  hours  are  over 
our  heads. 

^411.  Twenty-four  hours,  your  honour  ! 

Fa?i.  Yes;  for  Mynheer  Spiegelhalter,  the  owner, 
would  wish  his  new  vessel  under  weigh  as  soon  as 
possible,  to  try  her  capabilities  ;  and  Philip  Van- 
derdecken, the  captain,  would  have  the  proud 
satisfaction  of  saying  that  the  first  voyage  of  the 
"Flying  Dutchman"  to  the  Cape  was  also  the 
quickest  on  record. 

Win.  Ja!  Folk  shall  say  das  you  can  make  der 
slieep  sail  as  fast  as  you  shall  please,  and — "  Got- 
tam!" — das  your  honours  can  call  von  vind  ven 
you  vaut  von. 

Fan.  Moonshine,  Winky — all  moonshine  !  I  only 
give  you  these  hints  that  you  may  pipe  all  hands 
to  quarters,  and  spend  your  few  hours  of  liberty 
with  sweethearts  and  wives. 

Win.  Das  vos  right,  your  honour — vos  is  der 
vorlds  rnitout  der  vomans  ? 

Fan.  Ah,  Winky,  we  poor  sons  of  the  sea  know 
too  well  what  it  is  to  be  deprived  of  their  society. 
The  glories,  the  wonders  of  the  mighty  ocean,  pass 
as  nothing  to  the  lonely  tar ;  but  were  the  com- 
panion of  his  heart  to  be  the  companion  of  his 
peril,  the  boundless  waste  around  him  would  be 
peopled  with  sweet  hopes,  and  each  sunburnt  land 
he  visits  would  be  as  some  dear  loved  home. 

Win.  Mein  guter  capitaine,  ven  you  shall  take 
der  vomans  on  board  der  shcey,  you  shall  not  take 
der  discipline  in  der  convoy. 

Fa7i.  How  so,  boatswain  ? 

Win.  Because  der  vomans  shall  lofe  and  honour, 
but — sappermeut ! — dey  always  shall  not  obey  der 
vord  of  command. 

Fan.  Ah,  Winky,  as  usual  you  are  prepared  with 
a  cutting  raillery  and  a  pointed  epigram.  But  my 
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omelette  is  waiting  ;  let  me  enjoy  the  delicacy  by 
the  fraulein's  bright  fire.  Don't  forget  my  orders, 
lads. 

[Exit,  L. — Sailors  watch  Vanderdecken  off. 

Jan.  Well,  my  hearties,  all  said  and  done,  you 

must  admit  that  Captain  Vanderdecken  is  a  brave 

fellow ;  and  as  to  his  being  Old  NICK,  why 

(Music,  tremulous.) 

Win.  Stop,  stop,  Jansen— not  so  fast ;  for,  sap- 
perrnent !  dere  vos  a  slice  of  der  teufel  in  his  kiss- 
ing- der  young  voruans. 

Jan.  Avast  heaving,  mynheer— but  perhaps  you 
have  good  cause  to  be  jealous,  for  the  skipper  is 
running  hard  in  your  quarter.  See,  he  is  kissing 
the  fraulein  again ;  and  now  lie  dives  into  the 
kitchen  after  her. 

(During  the  above,  SCHRIFTEN  has 
entered  and  seated  himself  at  the 
table,  B.,  and  in  the  position  lately 
occupied  by  Vanderdecken — Re  is  the 
exact  counterpart  of  Vanderdecken, 
save  that  he  wears  a  sugar  loaf  hat 
with  a  black  feather,  in  the  place  of 
the  latter' 's  fur  cap,  and  that  his  body 
is  partly  enveloped  in  the  folds  of  an 
ample  sea-cloak — Schriften  throws 
his  cloak  open,  and  lays  his  feathered 
hat  on  the  table,  and  by  so  doing 
renders  his  resemblance  to  Vander- 
decken perfect  and  complete.  On 
Jansen's  last  speech,  Jansen  and  the 
others  turn.  All  start  paralyzed  at 
seeing  Schriften.) 


Jan.  Why !— Did  you  evei 
Win.  Nein!    Never! 


Jan.  Winky! 
Win.  Jansen! 

Jan.  There's   the  Captain  Vanderdecken,  sure 
enough ! 
Win.  Ja!  or  der  teufel ! 

(Men  shake  their  heads.) 
Jan.  My  blood  positively  freezes. 
Win.  Ja !  I'm  all  over  in  a  large  perspiration. 
Jan.  I  propose  we  shift  our  moorings. 
Win.  Ja !    Dis  place  has  become  very  warm. 

(Nods  and  points  below.) 
Jan.  Move  ahead,  then ! 
Sailors.  Aye — aye  ! 
Win.  Ja! 

[The  Sailors,  Jansen,  and  Winky  go  off 
captiously,  but  at  the  same  time  with 
no  little  rapidity. 

Schrif.  (Alone  on  tlie  stage,  and  after  a  pause.) 
The  wind  is  rising  fast.  The  Flying  Dutchman 
will  soon  weigh  anchor,  and  I  have  no  time  to 
debate  on  the  desperate  game  I  am  playing.  Yes, 
and  I  must  play  it  out — to  shrink  is  to  perish. 
I  am  wild  with  terror,  yet  flushed  with  hope,  for 
I  have  power  and  riches  a  king  might  number. 
Ah!  what  was  that? — a  well-known  voice!  The 
speaker  is  coming  here — good!  I  must  be  in- 
visible. Yonder  chamber  must  do  that  feat  with- 
out the  Devil's  magic.  One  step — one  step  more, 
and  the  test  begins. 

[Schriften  passes  out  as  FREDERICK, 
attended  by  Servants,  makes  his 
appearance,  B.  u.  E. 

Fred.  Unyoke  the  horses,  and  let  me  be  furnished 
with  a  "  relais."  My  poor  beasts  are  thoroughly 
exhausted,  and  have  carried  me  well. 

Scr.  Five  leagues  in  an  hour  and  a  half  is  not 
bad  travelling,  mynheer. 


Fred.  Certainly  not,  and  especially  as  the.  last 
part  of  our  journey  was  impeded  by  the  sudden 
change  in  the  weather.  But,  observe,  the  comely 
hostess  is  about  to  put  in  an  appearance.  Wel- 
come, fair  Katrine — thrice  welcome  ! 

Enter  KATRINE,  L. 

Kat.  And  welcome  to  you  also,  Mynheer 
Desteeven.  The  long  expected  come  at  last,  eh ! 
My  lady,  Estelle  Spiegelhalter,  however,  can 
scarcely  be  more  delighted  to  see  you  than  I  am — 
both  she  and  papa  seemed  quite  in  a  taking  about 
you,  and  I  have  no  doubt  the  former  took  it  more 
to  heart  than  the  latter. 

Fred.  Beautiful  Estelle — I  confess  that  when 
I  first  saw  her  I  had  to  capitulate,  on  honourable 
terms,  for  my  heart  was  unable  to  resist  the  power 
of  Cupid's  artillery.  Her  father,  in  the  first 
instance,  rejected  my  suit— he  argued  the  enormous 
difference  which  separated  us — my  own  father 
being  G-rand  Pensionary  of  Holland. 

.Kat.  And  is  not,  may  I  ask,  Mynheer  Spiegel- 
halter  also  a  nobleman  ?  He  is  the  founder  of  a 
city.  What  title  is  more  noble  than  that  ? 

Fred.  The  wolf -suckled  Romulus  had  no  other, 
truly,  and  for  certes,  Mynheer  Spiegelhalter  is  a 
Romulus  in  his  way.  I  disputed  the  point  with 
him,  and  he  at  length  fell  into  my  views ;  for  in 
our  happy  land,  commerce  is  justly  honoured  as  a 
source  of  power,  and  our  highest  nobles  do  not 
contemn  the  allianca  of  an  honourable  merchant. 
I  have  read  "  Seneca,"  you  see,  aud  he  has  made 
me  a  bit  of  a  philosopher,  Katrine. 

•JCat.  Well,  mynheer,  I  believe  love  and  fortune 
are  united  in  this  case — you  love  the  lady,  and  I 
sincerely  think  she  loves  you. 

Fred.  A  conjecture  only! 

Kat.  She  seems  always  so  happy ! 

Pred.  Yes,  Estelle  is  of  a  lively  disposition,  and 
yet  more  than  once,  Katrine,  I  have  surprised  her 
in  tears.  When  I  spoke  of  our  marriage,  she 
exhibited  extraordinary  emotion,  and  if  disturbed 
looks  and  a  pale  cheek  are  to  be  construed  by  a 
jealous  eye,  I  must  certainly  persuade  myself  that 
I  have  some  rival ! 

Kat.  A  rival !  Oh,  no,  mynheer,  my  dear  lady 
has  no  deceit  in  her  nature,  and  her  heart  is 
thoroughly  yours. 

Fred.  Well,  well,  perhaps  I  am  doing  her  affec- 
tion an  injustice ;  but  having  hinted  a  passing 
suspicion— nothing  more — we'll  cut  the  thread  of 

our  discourse,  and Zounds!  while  I  am  talking 

to  you,  Katrine,  I  am  forgetting  my  appointment. 
A  matter  of  State  has  made  me  two  hours  later 
than  I  expected,  and  I  must  go  at  once  to  the 
Chateau  "  Spiegelhalter  "  to  give  a  reason  for  ray 
apparent  want  of  courtesy. 

.Kat.  You  will  find  neither  mynheer  nor  his 
daughter  at  home.  They  return  here  to  confer 
the  prize  on  the  best  sculler. 

Fred.  Then  I  must  await  their  coming  with 
patience.  They  will  not  be  long,  I  take  it  ? 

Kat.  I  expect  them  evei-y  moment. 

Fred.  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so.  A  journey 
up  to  the  chateau  would  be  as  so  much  time  lost 
to  me,  for  as  I  have  told  you,  I'm  on  public  busi- 
ness, aud  must  hurry  onwards  after  an  interview 
with  Estelle.  Ah !  that  reminds  me,  I  must  have 
horses,  Katrine. 

Kat.  Hoz-ses  you  can  have,  mynheer,  in  plenty, 
but  not  postillions. 

Fred.  How  so  ? 


VANDERDECKEN. 


Xafr.  They  are  all  en  fete,  and  when  that  is  the 
case  they  invariably  take  more  sehiedam  than  is 
good  for  them. 

Fred.  Oh,  I  need  give  myself  no  nneasiness  on 
that  score.  I  have  a  plan  that  will  draw  me  from 
embarrassment.  My  servants  here  understand 
horses ;  a  post  is  soon  rnn,  and  if,  Katrine,  you 
will  permit,  they  shall  take  the  place  of  your 
postillions. 

Kat.  Oh,  willingly,  mynheer ! 

Fred.  (To  Servants.)  Now  then,  my  men,  yon 
hear  what  the  good  "fraulein"  has  said — see 
about  fresh  horses.— [Servants  go  out,  n.]—  I  don't 
know  how  it  is,  Katrine,  but  I  have  a  singular 
presentiment  that  I  shall  not  see  Estelle  again, 
and  conception,  it  would  seem,  is  about  to  resolve 
itself  into  reality,  for  see,  Mynheer  Spiegelhalter 
returns,  and  without  Ms  daughter. 

Enter  SPIEGELHALTER,  attended,  B. 

Welcome,  Mynheer  Spiegelhalter ! 

Spieg.  Frederick,  I  know  how  much  you  honour 
me,  but  I  fear  I  cannot  return  your  friendly 
greeting ;  and  you  will  pardon  me  when  I  say  I 
must  decline  the  alliance  with  my  daughter,  even 
on  your  own  account. 

Fred.  Decline! 

Spieg  A  marriage  between  yourself  and  Estelle 
is  impossible  under  existing  circumstances. 

Fred.  Indeed,  mynheer;  then  I  shall  say  no 
more  now,  but  leave  it  to  your  daughter  herself  to 
decide. 

Spieg.  You  will  never  see  her  again. 

Fred.  This  is  some  jest. 

Spieg.  Men  do  not  jest  where  life  and  honour  are 
concerned. 

Fred.  Life  and  honour ! 

Spieg.  I  repeat  the  marriage  contract  must  be 
dissolved. 

Fred.  You  forget  that  I  am  the  son  of  the  chief 
magistrate  of  Holland,  and  can  insist  that  it  be 
ratified. 

Spieg.  Estelle  is  now  above  the  majesty  of  thelaw 
—I  will  not  add  to,  or  diminish  the  narrative  by  any 
circumstances,  but  simply  relate  my  story.  While 
watching  the  sculling  match,  I  was  suddenly 
aroused  by  the  sound  of  some  one's  footsteps 
immediately  behind  me — ere  I  could  turn,  the 
figure  of  a  man  has  passed  between  me  and  Estelle. 
I  thought  the  intrusion  singular  enough,  but  never 
for  n,  moment  harboured  a  suspicion  of  what  was 
to  follow,  or  that  the  event  was  one  of  design, 
and  not  accident — it  was  evidently  preconcerted. 
Estelle  had  suffered  herself,  before  I  had  the  power 
to  prevent  the  action,  to  be  led  to  a  small  boat — 
the  next  moment  it  put  off  to  the  ship,  and  my 
surprise  can  scarcely  be  conceived  when  I  found 
the  ship,  my  own  vessel,  gliding  rapidly  from  her 
moorings  into  the  "  open  sea." 

Fred.  Your  vessel ! — this  seems  incredible! 

Spieg.  You  will  say  so,  mynheer,  when  I  shall 
have  spoken  of  the  treacherous  companion  of 
Estelle'fe  flight. 

Fred.  (Hurriedly.)  Ah,  you  know  him,  then! 
His  name  !  Tell  it  to  me. 

Spieg.  Philip  Vanderdecken ! 

Fred.  The  Captain  !  then  my  surmises  were  cor- 
rect.    (Gun  heard.)    The  signal  gun. 
.  'Tis  even  so ! 

(Frederick  hastily  draws  the  curtain  at 
back,  and  discovers  the  Flying  Dutch- 
man  crowding  all  sail  for  sea.)  . 


Fred.  The  Flying  Dutchman  is  leaving  the  har- 
bour! 

.  And  without  my  orders ! 

Boats  there!    Out  oars  and  men!    One 
hundred  guilders  to  the  man,  who 

SCHRIFTEN  suddenly  appears  on  the  gallery. 

Schrif.  Stay— I  can  explain  all! 
Spieg.  and  Fred.  Vanderdecken. 

(Their  surprise  at  the  appearance  of  the 
supposed  Vanderdecken,  and  tableau: 
as  Act  drop  falls.) 

END  OF  ACT  X. 


ACT  H. 

SCENE  —  The  Deck  of  the  Flying  Dutchman.  — 
The  ship  has  all  the  characteristics  of  the  Dutch 
cumbrous  vessels  of  the  seventeenth  century,  with 
its  high  stern  and  poop  elevated  on  poop.  The 
Cabin,  at  the  back,  has  heavily  cawed  doors  of  a 
cloister-like  form,  and  is  supported  on  each  side  by 
roughly-carved  sea-dragons — the  ascent  is  made  by 
two  massive  ladders  on  the  right  and  left. — The 
windows  and  lanterns  are  of  painted  glass,  and  the 
cordage-ropes  and  sails  wear  the  appearance  of  a 
bygone  age — the  whole  ship  is  overladen  with 
sculpture,  and  gaudy  with  paint  and  gold. — The 
crew  are  on  the  deck  and  in  the  shrouds,  busily 
engaged — bales  of  merchandize,  coils,  and  large 
chests  scattered  about. — The  hatchway  (c.)  open. 
— The  whole  picture  lit  by  a  declining  sun,  and  the 
old  lanterns'  light  dimly  up. — Music  as  the  drop 
rises. — A  large  bell  striking  seven;  the  crew  leave 
their  labours,  and  then  severally  disperse. — When 
the  stage  is  quite  cleared,  PIETER  STRUYS, 
icTio  has  appeared  on  the  roof  of  the  cabin,  C.r 
descends  cautiously  by  the  ladder,  L.,  and 
advances. 

Pieter.  -As  the  skies  are  cloudy,  and  forebode 
rough  weather,  I  am  given  the  opportunity  of 
visiting  my  solitary  prisoner  with  greater  security 
than  usual.  'Tis  strange  that  Captain  Vander- 
decken, as  yet,  has  not  hinted  at  our  compact,  or 
even  inquired  once  after  his  lady  love.  I  presume 
he  fancies  she  is  quite  safe  in  my  hands,  and  has 
some  cogent  reasons  for  his  reticence.  I  will  now 
descend  to  the  hollow  beneath  his  cabin,  and  see 
if  the  miraculous  powers  of  the  Indian  drug  are 
still  effective.  For  more  than  thirty  days  under 
their  influence  has  Estelle  Spiegelhalter  remained 
as  one  spell-bound.  She  moves  not,  stirs  not, 
scarcely  breathes  ;  she  literally  seems  to  sleep  the 
sleep  of  death,  and  that  life  has  left  her  calmly. 

(Music  tremulo. — Pieter  goes  to  the  cabin 
and  puts  his  hand  to  the  door,  and  as 
he  is  about  to  open  it,  a  distant  wail 
accosts  his  ear.  —  He  mechanically 
turns,  and  then  leans  over  the  side  of 
the  vessel,  i..) 

Pieter.  Surely,  that  was  the  cry  of  distress,  and 
proceeding  from  the  distant  wave !  My  terrified 
fancy  would  lead  me  to  suppose  that  a  warning 
voice  is  addressing  me  while  engaged  in  this 
criminal  office — Yes!  I  can  perceive  something 
floating  on  the  still  surface  of  the  water  on  the 
beam  of  the  vessel.  (Pause.)  It  is  a  boat!  The 
body  of  a  man  in  it ;  but  whether  dead  or  not,  I 
cannot  tell !  Who  can  he  be  ?  There  was  a  vessel 
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npset  in  the  squall  yesterday.  Ho  must  have  had 
time  to  cut  away  the  small  boat  then  astern,  for 
the  rest  of  tho  crew  all  perished.  (Pause.)  Ah! 
he  staggers  forward  and  signals  for  a  rope  ! 

(Pieter  throws  one  over  Hie  side  of  the 
vcs.<el,  L.,  and  ultimately  succeeds  in 
drawing  Sehrif  ten  into  it.  The  latter, 
suiH>orted  by  the  former,  comes  for- 
ward.—Schriften  wytially  recovers, 
a  ft  i:  i-  Pieter  gives  him,  something  to 
drink  from,  his  flask.) 

Sehrif.  (Wildly, nndstillthinking  himself  at  sea.)  I 
see  her !  I  am  near  her !  Courage,  man,  courage ! 
A  few  more  efforts  and  I  shall  reach  the  ship. 
Yes,  the  Dutchman  recedes  from  the  rocks,  and  is 
making  towards  snfe  water.  So  much  the  better, 
I  shall  not  be  foiled. 

(Picter  stares  in  astonishment  and  with 
horror,  as  the  moon,  which  now  bursts 
forth,  discloses  to  him  the  face  of 
'Sckr  if  ten. —Music  ceases.) 

Pieter.  I  can't  be  mistaken!  Those  are  the 
features  of  the  captain ;  and  yet,  I  could  have 
sworn  that  not  ten  minutes  since  I  saw  him  pass 
to  the  lower  deck. 

Sehrif.  (Gazing  vacantly  at  Picter.)  Where — where 
am  I  ?  " 

Pieter.  Safe  on  board  your  own  ship,  the  Flying 
Dutchman.  Do  you  not  know  me,  skipper?  I 
am  Pieter  Struys,  your  confidant ! 

Schfif.  Yes,  yes  ;  but,  Estelle — where  is  she  ? 

Pieter.  Safe  on  board,  also,  in  the  hiding  place 
beneath  your  cabin.  She  don't  appear  to  have 
suffered  much  during  the  voyage,  and  the  drug  we 
administered  lias  made  her  forget  every  circum- 
stance attending  it. 

Sehrif.  (Gloomily.)  Poor  Estelle!  It  was  indeed 
a  stern 'necessity,  and  I  feel  that  evil  will  come  of 
it— but  what  then  ?  Is  it  not  her  destiny  ? 

(Muses.) 

Pieter.  (Regarding  Schriften.)  His  mind  is  dis- 
tracted, that's  certain.  Some  great  calamity,  or 
his  recent  exhaustion  of  strength,  has  brought 
this  about.  Skipper,  I  ought  not  perhaps  to  ask 
the  question,  but  u  more  than  common  .curiosity 
has  put  these  words  into  my  mouth.  How  is  it 
that  I  find  you,  who,  not  half  an  hour  ago,  were 
the  life  and  sonl  of  the  festivities  going  forward 
on  board,  now  cast  adrift,  depending  only  on  Pro- 
vidence or  the  elements  ?  No  boat  has  left  the 
pltip — nor  have  we  returned  signals  with  any  other 
vessel. 

Sehrif.  You  seek,  Pieter,  to  possess  yourself  of 
superior  knowledge  and  unearthly  intelligence. 
I  cannot  answer  your  question,  as  my  mission  is 
solely  executed  by  an  invisible  agency.  I  see  you 
tremble  and  turn  pale  at  the  conviction  that  you 
have  formed  a  league  with  one  the  world  would 
call  a  wizard.  But  you  have  nothing  to  fear  from 
so  rash  an  act,  provided  you  are  silent,  and  you 
continue  faithful  to  me. 

Picter.  I  confess,  captain,  your  words  chill  me 
to  the  heart ;  but,  as  I  am  your  partner  in  crime, 
you  need  not  doubt  my  honesty  of  intention. 

Sehrif.  I  am  too  deeply  skilled  in  the  knowledge 
of  the  human  heart  not  to  know  that  the  man  who 
could  prepare  the  sleep  of  death  for  a  well-filled 

Rurse  at  tho  will  of  an  employer,  would  scruple 
ttle  to  deal  out  death  even  to  that  employer  IT 
g'elf. 


Pieter.  And  when  our  contract  is  at  an  end. 
what  will  you  do  with  me  ? 

Sehrif.  Put  you  safely  on  shore  at  tho  Cape, 

You  can  do  me  do  harm,  and  I  intend  no  harm  to> 

you.    I  believe  this  because  I  f  eel  inclined  to  brave- 

my  destiny,  and  not  to  quail  at  it.     Now  leare  me, 

Pieter  Strays,    'twere  better  we    were  not  seen 

together  again.    I  must  steal  an  interview  with 

Estelle  for  a  few  moments.  (Music.) 

(When   Pietcr   IMS   retired,    Schriften, 

advances    to   the  cabin,  and  throws 

open  its  ponderous  doors.    The  floor 

of  the  cabin  sinks,   and  through  the 

aperture  rises  a  couch  'made  ofoalc  and 

canework,  mid  upon  which  ESTELLE 

is  discovered  reclining,  and  asleep — 

the  pale  moonbeams    play  upon  her 

features.) 

Sehrif.  The  powers  of  the  subtle  opiate  are  not 
yet  exhausted.  She  sleeps  still,  calm  and  peaceful 
as  one  in  the  grave.  How  pale,  yet  how  beautiful 
— 'tis  wisely  said  that  sleep  is  akin  to  death  ;  and — 
As  I  thought,  the  fresh  sea-breeze  awakes  her  from 
her  lengthened  slumber. 

(The  moonbeans  still  falls  on  Estelle' s 
figure.  She  opens  her  eyes,  and 
gazes  fixedly.  Schriften  contemplates 
Estelle,  and  after  a  pause  she  utters  a 
sigh— her  hands  move,  and  one  of  them 
at  length  towards  her  bosom — she 
turns,  looks  at  Schriften,  and  then 
shudders.) 

Est.  (Regarding  him.)  What  strange  place  is 
this  ?  Why  am  I  brought  here  ?— and— who  are 
you? 

Sehrif.  Philip  Vanderdecken. 

Est.  Philip  Vaudcrdecken  !  Yes,  yes !  I  know 
you  now.  After  entrapping  and  ensnaring 
me,  you  come  like  a  coward  to  revel  and  rejoice  in 
your  cruelty — but  a  time  will  come  for  punishment. 

Sehrif.  Lady,  compose  yourself,  I  may  not  be  so 
bad  as  I  seem.    Blame  me,  if  you  so  desire,  bnt 
proof  shall  not  be  wanting  that  I  mean  you  well- 
in  a  word — if  a  life  of  innocence    and  ->urity  were 
j  all  that  were  required,  Estello  S.piegellialter  would 
I  be  sure  of  future  bliss. 

Est.  Why  do  you  speak  to  me  in  words  such 
as  these  ? 

Schrift.  Because  I  am  prescient  of  danger — nay, 
perhaps  death — to  one  I  would  not  injure. 

Est.  To  me  ? 

Sehrif.  Yes,  to  you !  Some  people  can  read  the 
future  more  readily  than  others ! 

Est    Not  if  they  are  mortal. 

Sehrif.  Yes,  if  they  are  mortal!  Bnt  mortal  or 
not,  I  can  see  that  which  I  would  avert.  Tempt 
not  destiny. 

Est.  Who  can  avert  it?  If  I  take  your 
counsel,  still  it  was  my  destiny  to  take  j  our  counsel. 
If  I  take  it  not,  still  it  was  my  destiny. 

Sehrif.  Well,  then  avoid  that  which  seems  to 
threaten  you. 

Est.  Tell  me,  Vanderdecken,  is  not  your  fate 
interwoven  with  mine— I  feel  it  is. 

Sehrif.  And  why  think  you  so  ? 

Est.  For  many  reasons.  What  power,  what 
fascination  can  have  induced  me  to  be  led  by  you, 
I  may  almost  say,  willingly,  to  this  vessel  ? 

Sehrif.  When  evil  is  near,  its  presence  flings  a. 
shade  over  the  heart,  and  prudence  is  obscured  at 
tho  same  time  by  the  umbrage. 

Est.  Then,  our  abrupt  departure  ? 
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have  spoken  of  prudence,    you    will  l  has  yet  to  come. 
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surely  admit  that  Philip  Vanclerdeckeii  lacked  it, 
when  a  spirit  of  daring  prompted  him  to  wager 
with  some  triflers  that  he  would  be  out  at  sea 
before  he  could  receive  sailing  orders  from  the 
-owner  of  the  vessel. 

Est.  You  cauuot  deny  but  that  you  are  con- 
nected mysteriously  and  incomprehensibly  in  this 
mission. 

Schrif.  If  yon  think  it  true  and  holy,  it  becomes 
so. 

Est.  Then  why  do  you  appear  my  enemy? 

Schrif.  I  am  not  your  enemy,  fair  lady,  and  my 
actions  will,  sooner  or  later,  bear  out  my  words. 
But  now  I  leave  you  to  consider  this  weighty 
matter  over.  Pace  the  decks  for  a  few  moments- 
no  one  is  here  to  disturb  yon—  and  cogitate  till  I 
return. 

[Goes  out. 

Est.  This  man  I  am  now  convinced  is  not  of 
this  world,  and  is  in  some  way  connected  with  my 
future  husband's  fate.  To  me  he  wishes  well  —  to 
him  no  harm  j  then  why  this  mystery  ?  That  he 
will  not  tell.  He  has  tempted  me—  tempted  me 
most  strangely.  What  offers  to  a  fond  and  doting 
wife.!  Yet,  to  die  separated  from  Frederick! 
Can  i  (deceive  him  ?  No  —  no  ;  it  must  not  be  ! 
Come  what  will,  it  is  my  destiny,  and  I  must 
face  it. 

(Estette  returns  to  the  cabin,  and 
seats  herself  on  tlie  couch.  —  Music 
trcinulo.) 

(Pensively.)  I  wish  I  had  not  listened  to  this 
strange  narration,  and  searched  into  futurity. 
Alas!  when  it  is  too  late,  I  would  fain  retrace 
my  steps,  and  ask  that  I  be  left  in  ignorance  once 


(SCHRIFTEN  returns,  R..  and  con- 
templates Estelle,  who  remains  in  a 
gloomy  abstraction.) 

Schrif.  It  would  be  some  atonement  for  my  many 
icrimes  to  restore  this  hapless  girl  to  her  no  less 
hapless  lover,  Frederick  Desteeven  ;  but  to  do  so 
would  not  avert  her  doom,  but  render  it  eternal. 
I  have  proved  that  my  mission  is  not  false  —  the 
knowledge  of  it  has  strengthened  her.  She  feels 
I  have  the  power  to  read  the  future,  and  that  I 
have  read  aright.  (Music  ceases  as  Schriften  ad- 
vances to  Estelle.)  Estelle,  are  you  prepared  to 
.-answer  me? 

Est.  I  dare  not  ! 

Schrif.  I  have  spoken  of  a  cruel  fate  that  may 
be  avoided.  Do  you  follow  the  advice  I  have 
given  you  ? 

Est.    My  fortune  —  my  present  —  my  future  are 
embarked,  and  destiny  may  do  its  worst  1 
Schrif.  Decide  !—  Vanderdecken  -- 
Est.  No—  Frederick  !  Frederick  or  death  ! 
Schrif.  (Seizing  her  hands.)  Sleep  then,  perverse 
Estelle  ;  and  when  your  slumber  shall  have  passed 
away,  and  with  it  all  you  loved,  the  despised  Van- 
derdecken shall  awaken  yon  again. 

(Music.  —  Schriften  passes  the  opiate 
before  Estelle,  and  she  falls  insensible 
upon  the  couch.  Schriften  then,  cover- 
ing her  body  with  a  mantle,  closes  the 
cabin  doors,  and,  advances  to  the 
front.) 

Estelle!  I  love  you  for  your  fidelity  —  even  your 
^fidelity  to  him.  I  cannot  blame,  I  pity  you  ;  but 
I  must  not  yield  to  pity.  I  have  other  duties  — 
other  ties  ;  the  haze  is  gathering  only  —  the  storm 


When  it  bursts  forth,  may  those 


who  are  its  victims  pass  scatheless  through  the 
terrible  ordeal  that  awaits  them. 

(Enters  the  cabin  in  which  Estelle  is 
sleeping,  closing  the  door  again  after 
him. — Music  ceases. — During  the  last 
few  words  of  Schrif  ten's  speech  the 
head  of  WINKY '  BOSS  is  seen 
emerging  from  the  hatchway,  c. — 
Winky  Boss  observes  Schriften,  and 
after  he  goes  out  Winky  Boss  comes 
forward.) 

Win.  Ven  der  capitaine  und  himself  vos  talking 
I  shall  make  meinself  scarce,  for  folks  shall  say 
das  f  u:o  is  company,  und  three  vos  none  ;  but,  sap- 
perment !  notwithstanding,  I  shall  smell  vos  you 
call  "  some  rat."  Ven  he  "  openet"  der  door,  mein 
eye  caught  der  sight  of  der  petticoat ;— there 
should  not  ought  to  be  der  petticoat  on  board  der 
"  Flying  Dutchman ;"— so  I  say  inside  to  meinself, 
as  der  capitaiue  say  to  himself,  some  von  has  got 
a  very  pretty  vife,  and  is  very  fond  of  her.  I  haf 
mein  doubts,  derefore  I  shall  clear  thems  up.  Der 
capitaine— sly  dogs  I— gave  orders  dis  morning 
that  no  von  shall  enter  das  cabin ;  but,  donder! 
he  shall  not  gif  orders  das  no  von  shall  look 
through  der  keyholes. 

(Music  tremulo.— As  Winkey  stoops  to 
look  through  the  keyhole  of  the  cabin 
door,  VANDERDECKEN,  SCHOON- 
VELDT,  KAKEL,  and  other  OF- 
FICERS enter,  B.) 

Van.  (Slapping  the  peeper,  Winky  Bass,  smartly 
on  the  shoulder.)  'Bout  ship  there  ;  you're  steering 
to  get  the  weatnergage  of  us,  boatswain. 

(Music  ceases.— Winky  regards  Fa?ider- 
decken  with  downright  awe.) 

Win.  Ja  I  but  vos  das  possible  ? 

Fan.  What  possible  ? 

Win.  You  vos  there — (Points  to  where  Vander- 
decken stands) — and  you  vos  there. 

(Points  to  cabin  into  which  Schriften 
has  gone.) 

Van.  Absurd! 

Win.  Ja !  but  das  vos  so. 

Fan.  What  are  you  talking  about  ?    I'm 

Win.  Der  teufel !  Ven  yon  vos  up  you  shall  be 
up,  and  ven  you  vos  down  you  shall  be  dou-n. 

(Nods,  and  points  below.) 

Van.  Take  care  that  you  are  not  dou-n  too, 
boatswain,  for  I  see  the  ship's  steward  lias  set  the 
cannikin  afloat. 

Win.  I  vill  swear,  "  Gottam,"  mit  mein  tu-o  eyes 
I  saw  mein  capitaine  in  tu-o  places  at  von  time. 

Fan.  Optical  delusion,  Winky ;  when  wo  take 
the  grog  on  board  we  generally  see  "double." 
Brante  wein  and  schicdam  have  been  making  a 
ghost-parlour  of  your  top  rigging.  Dowse  your 
figure-head  in  a  bucket  of  salt  water,  and  I'll 
warrant  me  you'll  report  yourself  differently. 

Win.  Ja  !  your  honours,  I  shall  take  der  water 
mit  something  better  than  salt  in  it.  (Speak iny 
aside.)  I  shall  now  belief  vos  mein  messmates  do 
Bay,  that  der  Flying  Deitchman  is  von  ghost- 
sheep,  and  das  Mynheer  Beelzebub  is  der  com- 
mander. 

[Exit,  u. 

Fan.  If  I  were  to  give  credence  to  the  assertions 
of  this  phlegmatic  Hollander,  Wiuky  Boss,  I 
should  certainly  believe  that  not  only  I  but  myself 
are  on  board  this  vessel — or,  more  properly  sp'c-ak- 
ing,  that,  like  the  hero  of  some  ancient  legend,  I 
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have  a  familiar  or  spirit,  who  directs  by  som 

mysterious  agency,  our  minds,  our  thoughts,  ou 

actions. 
Kakel.  Why,  Captain  Vanderdecken,  this  is  posi 

tively  superstition. 

Van.  Call  it  by  what  name  you  will,  mynheer 

I  must  confess  I  am  either  a  visionary  or  a  fool 

In  boyhood,  I  remember,  I  was  always  deluded  by 

an  old  woman's  tale,  and  oh,  with  what  delight 

would  I  listen  to  marvellous  stories  concerning    halter,  the  shipowner's  daughter !     I  thought"  the 

days  of  miracles  had  passed,  but  it  seems^by  this 
that  they  have  only  gone  to  return!  I  can  brave 
the  elements  as  well  as  any  man,  but  I  confess 
Vrl^/1^  eyent  like  tllis  appals  me !  (Approaches 
hstelle.)  Have  no  fear,  mademoiselle,  but  speak 
freely.  How  came  you  here  ? 


VTUUH.I      JL      11OLU1J.      1>\J       iliitL  V  CliUUS      ftt'jnUft       UUUUtl  IHIH 

ghosts  and  apparitions,  told  as  they  usnally  were 
by  the  old  Gothic  chimney,  with  the  furze  and 
vine-branch  crackling ! 

Schoon.  And  in  manhood,  Captain  Vander 
decken,  it  would  appear  that  you  have  no1 
changed. 

Fan.  No,  truly,  I  have  still  a  gift  of  imagina- 
tion— all  illusion  and  poesy.  The  wind  as  it  plays 
among  the  topmasts ;  the  hollow  roaring  of  the 
surge  as  it  dashes  against  the  vessel ;  the  flashing 
of  the  lightning;  the  thunder-peal,  have  ever 
their  signification  for  me. 

Kakel.  Really,  yours  must  be  a  pitiable  condi- 
tion. 

ScTioon.  Pitiable,  indeed,  for  one  who  shows 
himself  so  daring  on  all  other  occasions. 

Fan.  But  trifling  apart,  there  is  one  thing 
certain,  mynheeren,  and  that  is,  that  some  extra- 


ordinary    event 
Dutchman. 


is   taking   place    on  board   the 


Schoon,  It  is  the  common  rumour. 
Kakel.  Ye?,  there  is  not  an  assemblage  of  two 
or  more  of  the  seamen,  but  it  forms  the  topic  of 
their  conversation. 

Van.    Some    indulgence,    mynheeren,    if    yon 
please.    You  seem  inclined  to  laugh  at  the  cir- 
cumstance ;   it  induces  me  to  think.    You  may 
remember  I  have   given    orders    that  my  cabin 
should  remain  closed.    Yon  will  probably  wonder 
why  I  have  given  those  orders  ? 
Schoon.  I  cannot  account  for  them. 
Officers.  Nor  can  we. 

Van.  I  shall  not  ask  myself  whether  last  night 
that  I  dreamed,  or  that  tho  wild  vagaries  of 
fancy  deceived  my  optic  nerves  ;  but  I  feel  assured 
there  was  some  beautiful  figure  leaning  over  my 
pillow ! 

Kakel.  This  must  be  some  phantasy. 
Van.  No,  mynheer,  it  is  not  phantasy ;  for  I  felt 
as  keenly  as  ever  I  felt  in  my  life,  a  warm  breath- 
ing on  my  cheek,  and  caught  the  sound  of  a  sup- 
pressed sigh,  which  sound  has  more  than  once 
before  haunted  my  slumbers. 

Schoon.  Then,  "Captain  Vanderdecken,  if  you 
will  permit,  we  will  at  once  seek  to  root  out  this 
mystery,  and  should  we  meet  in  our  pursuits  any 
of  the  spirits  that  have  disturbed  you,  we'll  send 
them  back  post-haste  to  the  fiend,  from  whom, 
probably,  they  derive  existence. 

Kakel.  Suppose  we  commence  our  enterprise  by 
an  examination  of  the  captain's  cabin  itself. 
(Lujhtning.)  Ah !  that  looks  like  a  storm !  Well, 
storm  and  darkness  are  not  out  of  place  in  the 
present  instance,  and  form  an  adjunct  to  our 
pleasurable  excitement. 

Van.  As  the  cabin  is  mine,  let  me  be  the  first  to 
enter  it.  You  will  be  pleased  to  follow  me, 
mynheeren.  (Opens  the  door  of  the  cabin— the  in. 
tcrior  is  totally  dark.)  Bring  a  light  forward  !  I 
can  scarcely  see— 'tis  so  dark.  Ah  ! 

(Vanderdecken  starts  on  touching  some  one.) 
Schoon.  What's  the  matter? 


Fail.  I  have  touched  some  onel 

ScTioon.  Are  you  certain  ? 

Van.  Look,  and  judge  for  yourselves  ! 

(As    Vanderdecken    speal;s,  a   flash 

lightning  vividly  exposes  Estelle  sleep- 

ing  on  her  couch.) 

Omnes.  A  woman ! 

Fan.    Gracious  heavens!    'tis  Egtelle    Spiegel 


Kakel.  She  does  not  answer. 
Fan.  No ;  she  appears  in  a  heavy  sleep.    Will  it. 
be  prudent,  think  you,  to  wake  her  ? 

(Estelle,  in  her  dream,  attempts  to  fyeak,. 
but  can  only  utter  a  low  murmur. 
Kakel  and  the  others  approach  the 
couch  as  the  light  which  Vanderdecken 
has  calledfor  is  brought  in  by  PIETER 
STRUYS.  The  glare  of  the  light  affects 
Estelle,  and  she  conceals  her  eyes  and 
face  with  her  hands.) 

Van.  Take  back  the  light— the  glare  is  painful 
to  her !  Don't  tremble— you  are  with  friends ! 

(Estelle  partially  rises,  and  fixes  her- 
eyes  on  Vanderdecken,  then  relapses- 
into  a  stupor,  and  drops  again  on  the 
couch.  Vandcrdeclcen  is  about  to- 
arouse  her.) 

Pieter.   (Stopping  Vanderdecken.)   Your  pardon,, 
captain,  but  you  mnst  not  arouse  her  yet. 
Fan.  And  why  not,  pray  ? 

Pieter.  Because  I  suspect  she  has  been  drugged,, 
n  order  to  be  brought  surreptitiously  on  board' 
.his  vessel.  I'm  an  old  sailor,  your  honour,  and 
lave  met  with  a  case  or  two  of  this  sort  in  India. 
They've  a  powerful  opiate  in  those  parts  that  per- 
'orrns  all  the  offices  a  rascal  can  require  of  it,  and 
ts  effects  can  only  be  destroyed  by  using  an  anti- 
dote of  a  similar  deadly  nature.  If  vou  will  con- 


ide  in  me,  I  think  such  means  are  at  hand,  and  in 
;he  turning  of  a  handspike,  I  guess,  the  yonn"- 
ady  will  be  able  to  report  herself  properly  to- 

Van.  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so,  my  good 
ellow,  for  I  am  most  anxious  to  find  out  the  cul- 
irit  in  this  nefarious  business.  Should  he  be  on 
joard  this  ship,  may  I  never  sail  in  smooth  waters- 
gain  if  I  don't  make  an  example  of  him ! 

Pieter.  (Aside  to  Vanderdecken.)  The  ruse  has 
ucceeded  admirably.  No  one  for  a  minute  suspects; 
ou.  You  must  be  liberal,  skipper,  for  this ! 

(Goes   into  Estelle's   cabin,  closing  the 
doors  after  him.) 

Van.  (To  himself.)  Liberal  for  this  !  Hang  the' 
ubber,  what  does  he  mean?  Oh,  I  suppose  he 
hints  it's  a  Zioison  of  mine.  I'd  bring  him  back 
ith  a  round  turn  now,  but  for  these  mynheeren. 
Indicates  officers.)  They  are  ever  prone  to  suspicion^ 
nd  would  enjoy  a  laugh  vastly  at  my  expense- 
To  oncers.)  Yon  see,  the  mystery  of  the  suppressed 
ighs,  and  the  vision  of  my  slumber  is  explained1 
fter  all,  and  that  in  this,  as  in  all  other  matters, 
here  is  really  no  such  thing  as  enchantment— a 
atural  cause  and  nothing  more.  Ha,  ha,  we  men 
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daily,  more  or  less,  setup  for  ourselves  a  phantom, 
and  end  by  fighting  with  the  shadow. 

(During  the  past  dialogue,  the  lightning 
lias  been  -vivid  and  frequent,   and  a 
storm  has  come  on,  and  now  a  crash 
resembling  the  report  of  artillery  is 
heard.    The  crash  seem*  to  ca  use  every 
timber  in  the  vessel  to  shake.) 
Van.     (Start in<j.)    That's    not    one    of    Jove's 
thunderbolts,  bnt  nevertheless,  some  missile  as  de- 
structive and  appalling. 

Enter  JANSEX,  hurriedly,  and  breathless,  E. 

What  is  now  happening,  Jansen? 

Jan.  Quick,  captain,  or  it  will  be  all  over  with 
us ;  unship  the  boats  without  a  moment's  delay — 
put  to  sea,  unless  it's  to  be  a  short  trip  to  Davy 
Jones ! 

Van.  Speak  out  plainly,  in  a  moment  of  suspense 
like  this  we  can't  go  to  half  tack ;  Let  me  know  the 
•worst ! 

Jaw.  Then  it's  this,  skipper — some  man,  or  devil, 
has  reached  the  port-hole,  and  snapped  the  chain 
that  held  it.  The  booming  waters  are  gushing 
furiously  in,  and  deeper  down  with  every  roar  is 
the  ship  descending.  - 

Fan.  All  hands  on  deck!  pipe  to  quarters,  and 
man  the  boats ! 

(Music  till  Act.— The  crew,  with  cries  of 
terror,  rush  on  in  consternation.  All 
is  hurry-scurry  as  then  commence  to 
launch  the  small  boats.  Order  is 
returned  on  Vanderdecken  speaking  as 
folio  (08  : 

Fan.   Steady,  my  lads,  steady,  recollect  your 
own  safety  is  in  your  oien  hands ;  danger  is  over- 
come by  prudence  and  firmness,  no  tumult,  now — 
no  precipitation.     Officers,  to  your  posts,  see  that 
each  sailor  does  his  duty,  and  shoot  the  first  one 
who  disobeys  orders ;  in  this  terrible  emergency 
Philip  Vanderdecken  exacts  discipline,  and  will 
be  the  last  man  that  quits  the  Flying  Dutchman. 
(The  gangs  are  culled.     The  boats  are 
manned,  provisioned,  and  launched 
with    strict    man-o'-war    discipline. 
Vanderdecken  is  the  last  man  on  the 
vessel,  and  as  lie  is  about  to  step  into 
his  boat  to  leave  it,  a,  scream  is  heard 
proceed  ing  from  the  cabin.) 

Van.  The  voice  of  Estelle!  (Suddenly  calling  her 
to  his  mind.)  Madman  !  in  my  selfish  haste,  I  had 
forgotten  her.  Ah !  the  door  of  the  cabin  is 
/Visf  mcd  .'—my  key  '—lost  /—no  matter,  I'll  soon  find 
one! 

(Seizes  an  iron  bar  left  on  the  deck,  and 
shivers,  at  a  blow,  the  cabin  door. 
ESTELLE  rushes  out  of  the  cabin 
«nd  t/irotcs  herself  into  the  arms  of 
Vanderdecken.) 
Est.  Savo  me  !  Save  me ! 

Fan.  Aye,  that  I  will,  Estelle,  and  at  the  risk 
Of  my  own  life.  Eh !— Why,  she  has  fainted,  poor 
£ivl— she  is  exhausted  by  terror  and  emotion — rest 
on  my  shoulder,  then — we  arc  desolate — desperate 
bnt  we  have  the  hearts  of  human  beings,  and  we 
must  act  up  to  them  whatever  be  the  upshot. 
(Carries  Estelle  to  the  side  of  the  vessel.)  Ah!  the 
boats  have  been  carried,  by  the  force  of  the 
current,  away  from  the  vessel.  They  cannot  reach 
us  !  Nor  we  them !  My  eyes  will  burst— my  brain 
will  madden — I  cry  for  help  where  no  help  can 
come !  (Kneels.)  Heaven,  listen  to  the  seaman's 


prayer,  and  save  us  from  the  gulf  that  threatens 

us! 

(The  waves  cover  the  deck  of  the 
Filling  Dutchman.  Vanderdecken  bear- 
ing Estelle  ascends  to  the  roof 
of  the  cabin — The  water  is  reach- 
ing  this  point,  and  the  whole  vessel 
sinking  as  the  Act  Drop  falls. 
WINKY  BOSS,  lashed  to  a  barrel, 
appears  buffeting  the  waves. — N.B. — 
Hurricane,  thunder,  and  lightning 
towards  the  close  of  the  Act.} 

END  OF  ACT  II. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I.— A  Dutch  settlement  in  Hottentot  Hoi. 
land — Picturesque  and  tropical  country. — Kaffirs, 
Hottentots,  male  and  female,  discovered.  Some  of 
the  shipwrecked  crew  of  the  Flying  Dutchman 
bargaining  with  them.  JANSEN'is  seen  B.,  with 
a  small  keg  slung  under  his  arm.  PIETER 
STRUTS,  with  a  bag  of  biscuits,  i.  WINKY 
BOSS  sitting  on  a  trunk,  c.,  smoking. — A 
hut,  L.  c. 

Pieter.  So,  at  last,  Davy  Jones  has  got  the  good 
ship,  the  Flying  Dutchman. 

Jan.  Aye,  and  some  bold  hearts  with  her, 
Mynheer  Struys,  for  with  the  exception  of  yourself, 
the  captain,  the  Lady  Estelle,  and  eight  others, 
all  the  crew  have  perished,  either  on  laud,  or  in 
the  water. 

Win.  Ja !  dere  lips  are  wet  enough  mit  her  salt 
vaters — they  shall  never  open  them  again  for  von 
leetledrop;  uud  sapper  nient !  I  vas  vithin  von  rope's 
end  of  not  opening  mein  own  mouths  again. 

(Drinks  from  the  keg  Jansen  o/ers  him.) 

Jan.  Aye,  aye!  but  we  are  not  likely  now  to 
founder  again,  seeing  as  how  we  have  steered  into 
clear  water,  and  who  knows  but  there's  a  tail- 
wind  springing  up  that  will  blow  us  into  some 
snug  harbour. 

Pieter.  I  hope  so,  for  what  are  we  to  do  in  this 
wilderness  with  a  woman  hanging  on  us  ? 

Win.  Oh,  don't  you  afraid  yourself !  Dcr  young 
ladys,  Estelle,  shall  cheer  up  pretty  veil.  She  is 
among  meus  vos  shall  be  sailors  every  inch,  and 
der  Hottentots  are  von  mild  and  inoffensive 
peoples. 

Pieter.  Apparently  so. 

Win.  Ja !  but  das  is  so ;  and  I  believe  Provi- 
dence has  shown  its  mercy  only  because  we  haf 
der  poor  young  girls  mit  us ! 

Pieter.  Well,  my  hearties,  I  believe  every  man 
here  means  well  to  Mademoiselle  Spiegelhalter ; 
bnt  meaning  and  doing  are  not  the  same  thing.  You 
must  recollect,  we  are  here  in  a  .strange  country, 
without  rudder  or  compass.  I  propose  to  steer  for 
the  clearest  part  of  the  forest,  and  find  a  track  to 
the  Governor's  house. 

Win.  Ja  I  we  shall  top  our  booms  at  vonce  ! 

Piefer.  No,  Winky ;  you  and  the  others  had 
better  remain  with  the  pretty  "pinnace  "  yonder. 
(Points  to  hut,  L.  c.)  She's  hardly  strong  enough 
yet  to  weather  a  gale,  and  I  may  be  taking  any- 
thing but  a  smooth  voyage.  Yon  say  these 
"niggers"  are  good.  So  they  may  be;  but  I 
know  the  "  Kafres  "  are  cruel,  and  I  don't  care 
about  falling  in  with  them  with  a  petticoat  in 
convoy. 
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Jan.  I  see,  Pieter,  there  may  be  danger,  and  it 
may  come  upon  us  before  we  are  aware  of  it,  as 
such  is  the  case.  You  had  better  sail  alone  to  find 
out  the  Governor  of  the  colony,  while  we  stay 
here  with  the  young  lady,  where  we  are  perfectly 
safe. 

Win.  Bless  her  heart!  she  ain't  afraid;  und 
every  oder  heart  vish  her  so  well  as  I  do ;  so  go 
jour  vays  !— mynheer,  go  your  vays ! 

[Retires  with  others. 

Pieter.  (Aside  and,  turning  to  go  out.)  Let  me  see 
— I  have  it  safe.  (Takes  a  letter  from  his  canvas 
wallet.)  The  captain's  letter  to  the  governor.  He 
told  me  to  deliver  it,  answer  no  questions,  and  then 
meet  him  at  a  place  called  the  "Long  Kloof"  at 
the  foot  of  the  mountain.  What's  in  the  wind 
now,  I  wonder?  Secrecy  and  mystery  seem  a 
weakness  with  Mynheer  Vauderdecken ;  but  there  ! 
he  pays  me  well,  and  sees  me  out  of  every  diffi- 
culty. So  it  irf  not  for  me  to  question  his  motives. 
[E.t'it. — Lively  Indian  Music — Laugh- 
ter and  chattering  heard. 

Win.  Ja !  vos  is  das  ? 

Jan.  A  sample  of  Hottentot  beauty  come  to  pay 
us  a  visit.  They 'have  only  just  heard  of  our 
urrival  in  the  colony,  and  probably  some  of  them 
have  never  seen  Europeans  before,  so  come  to  have 
a  stare  at  the  "  white  wonders." 

Win.  Ja !  then  I  shall  run  avay. 

Jan.  What— with  one  of  the  plump  little 
creatures,  eh  ? 

Win.  Nein — mit  mein  legs. 

Jan.  Nonsense  !  Stop  and  see  some  sport — here 
they  come ! 

Enter  YENKO,  BLOWSKA,  MOODER,  and  Hot. 
tcntot  Women. — They  embrace  the  Sailors  vltli 
savfuje  innocence. — The  Sailors  receive  them  kindly. 
— 31  asic  ceases. 

Krantz.  Black,  brown,  or  fair. 

(Caressing  Blowska.) 

Jan.  The  soothers  of  our  care. 

( Caress  ing  Mooder.) 

Yen.  (Admiring  Winky.)  Ah!  what  form  dis  ? 
Are  you  a  man  ? 

Win.  (Pause.)  Ja!  true  flesh  and  bloods. 

Yen.  What  harmony  in  his  voice,  too !  What  a 
shape ! 

Win.  (Regarding  the  rotundity  of  his  figure.)  Ja! 
but  das  vos  so.  Vhy,  mein  f  raulcin,  you  speak  our 
lanyvidge  as  veil — as  veil  as  I  does  ? 

Yen.  Iss ! 

Win.  Der  teufel — how  did  you  learn  him  ? 

Yen.  From  strange  man — him  tumble  out  of  big 
boat  many  moons  ago — him  teachy  Yeuko  ! 

Win.  Ja,  Yenko !  and  vos  das  mans  like  me, 
round  and  handsome  ? 

Yen.  No ;  all  brown  and  shrivel ! 

Win.  Ja,  Yenko !  he  shall  be  von  old  sailor— all 
grey  and  white  hair. 

Yen.  Iss,  berry  white — when  him  go  to  bed 
him  put  him  head  iu  him  pocket. 

Win.  Verdammt!  then  hevore  von  vig.  Andvaa 
else  shall  der  Jan  Tar  teach  you  ? 

Yen.  He  teachy  me  to  put  red  hot  grass  in  de 
long  white  stick,  and  go — puff !  puff ! 

Win.  Ja !  he  shall  teach  you  to  smoke,  too. 
Das  is  goot — I  shall  smoke  meinself . 

(Re-lights  his  pipe.) 

Yen.  Iss,  if  you  like. 

(Takes  Winky's  pipe  and  smokes.) 

Win.   (Looking  vacantly.)  Jal  but  das  vos  so! 


(Yenko  returns  the  pipe.)  Das  is  better  nor  goot. 
(Smokes  and  pauses.)  And  vos  shall  become  of  der 
Jau  Tar  ? 

Yen.  Make  him  my  chum-chum  I 

Win.  Chum-chum! 

Yen.  He  marry  me,  and  then— — 

Win.  Vos! 

Yen.  He  die— de  Kafrcs  eat  him  up  one  day. 

Win.  Douder !  Dey  shall  have  no  stomachs. 

Fen.  You  be  my  chum-chum  ? 

Win.  Veil,  vcn  dey  shall  eat  me,  I  shall  disagree 
mit  thorn,  and  dey  shall  be  bilious  for  de  rest  of 
deir  lives. 

Yen.  You!  no!  you  no  be  killed — you  no  be 
eaten — you  no  die — Yenko  will  fight  for  you. 

Win.  Poor  thing !  she  shall  not  be  used  to  der 
civilized  society.  Dere  der  womans  fight  mit  der 
mans,  and  not  for  der  mans. 

DUET.—  WINKY  and  YENKO. 

Yen.        White  man,  neber  go  away. 
Win.  Tell  me  why  you  need  me? 

Yen.        Oh,  stny  with  your  Yenko,  stay. 
Win.  W ill  mj  Yenko  feednw? 

Yen.        Cold  moons  are  coming  in, 

You  shall  go  to  grieve  me, 
I'll  wrap  you  in  de  leopard's  skin. 
Win.  Den  Yenko,  I  shan't  leaf  ye. 

Yen.        And  when  all  de  sky  is  blue, 
Win.  Der  sun  shall  make  varm  weathers — 

Yen.        Me  catch  you  a  cockatoo, 
Win.  Und  dress  me  mit  de  feathers. 

Yen.        But  if  it  cold— if  it  hot— 

You  shall  not  go  to  grieve  me, 
Win.       Mein  Yenko  ncin  shall  be  forgot — 
Mein  Yenko,  I  -won't  leaf  ye. 

(Winky  and  Yenko  dance  of,  and 
VANDERDECKEN  appears  on  an 
eminence  at  back,  with  a  gun  over  his 
shoulder,  and  some  dead  birds  in  his 
hand. — He  descends  eminence,  and 
comes  forward.) 

Van.  The  sky  is  blue;,  the  air  fresh,  the  bird  sings, 
and  the  bee  hums — of  a  verity,  the  country  we  have 
anchored  in  is  a  paradise.  How  beautifulisnatr.re 
even  in  her  solitude  and  savageness,  and  the  ap- 
parent desert  yields  as  many  treaures  as  the  culti- 
vated soil.  There  is  no  lack  of  fish  in  these  waters, 
and  the  wild  fowl  of  the  wood  are  countless.  I  hn<l 
only  to  raise  my  gun  to  my  shoulder,  fire,  and 
down  came  this  bevy  at  my  feet.  (Holds  the  birds 
in  his  hand  up.)  They  will  furnish  a  dainty  meal 
for  Mademoiselle  Spiegelhalter.  When  I  left  her 
this  morning,  her  pretty  headlights  had  a  sorry 
look-out,  and  she  was  still  crying.  Hang  it,  she 
mustn't  whimper,  or  she'll  lose  all  her  strength  be- 
fore I  can  get  her  clear  off  this  strange  coast. 

(Vanderdecken  advances  to  hut,  L.  C.— 
The  rude  kind  of  curtain  of  skins, 
by  which  the  interior  of  the  hut  has 
been  concealed  from  the  audience,  is 
drawn  up  and  ESTELLE  is  disco oercd 
lying  on  a  couch  formed  of  the  leaves 
of  the  palmetto.  Two  black  girls  are 
fanning  her.  Vanderdecken  lays 
down  the  gun  and  birds  he  has 
brought  with  him,  and  advances  io 
regard  Estellc.) 

Van.  Yes,  she  looks  better,  and  life's  hoisting- 
the  red  flag  in  her  face.  Come,  cheer  up,  made- 
moiselle, the  roaring  sea  hasn't  been  so  cruel  to 
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us,  after  all,  for  -we  are  drifted  into  a  friendly 
port. 

JEst.  (Half  slumbering.)  Where— where  are  we  ? 
Van.  Safe  on  shore,  and  not;  far  from  some  of 
onr  own  countrymen.    Heaven,  in  its  mercy,  has 
ordained  that  we  should  be  carried  to  a  Dutch 
colony. 

Est.  But  what  is  to  become  of  us  here  ?  We  are 
alone — they  are  strangers — no  one  will  care  for 
ns. 

Van.  Stop,  mademoiselle.  I  see  you  are  going 
to  faint  again;  don't,  because  I  am  not  one  of 
those  who  carry  aromatic  vinegar  and  salts  about 
me.  I  have  only  good  wishes  and  kindness,  and, 
donder,  if  they  will  serve  the  purpose,  you  shall 
have  plenty  of  thorn. 

Est.  (As  if  recollecting.)  Ah  {—the  Flying  Dutch- 
man—you are  Captain  Vanderdeckeu  ? 

Van.  Aye,  mademoiselle,  and  a  more  unlucky 
dog-fish  never  sailed  into  water.  I  hope  that  you 
don't  for  one  moment  think  that  I  had  any  hand 
in  bringing  you  on  board  that  ill-fated  vessel. 
Perhaps  it  isn't  right  for  me  at  the  present  mo- 
ment to  bring  up  the  circumstance,  but  I  only 
mention  it  that  you  may  take  my  word,  when  I 
say  I'm  an  honest  fellow,  and  will  never  do  you 
any  harm. 

Est.  (Rising.)  Perhaps,  mynheer,  you  speak 
truly.  Providence  has  saved  us  for  its  own  wise 
purpose,  and  I  will  endeavour  to  sustain  myself 
that  I  may  be  worthy  of  its  aid. 

Van.  That's  a  brave  lass— I  beg  pardon,  made- 
moiselle, I  should  have  said  lady.  You'll  excuse 
the  rough  honesty  of  a  sailor,  I  know,  and  espe- 
cially as  I  have  taken  you  in  tow,  and  mean  to 
bear  you  into  safe  water,  unless  I  founder  my- 
self! 

E&t.  You  seem  destined  to  be  my  guardian  angel 
now,  and  yet  when  on  board  the  vessel,  I  confess 
I  experienced  terror  at  the  terrible  words  to  which 
you  gave  utterance. 

Von.  Oh,  mademoiselle !  yon  mustn't  take  heed 
of  them — a  seaman  ashore  and  afloat  is  two 
different  beings.  As  to  my  being  your  guardian 
.angel,  I  fancy  I'm  rather  too  rough  in  the 
feather  for  one  of  that  craft;  but  I'm  blowing 
great  guns,  and  angel  or  devil,  you  needn't  be 
afraid  of  me.  1  hear  the  Governor  of  the 
colony  hoists  his  flag  not  two  leagues  from 
this  place.  I've  sent  a  trusty  messenger  to 
him,  with  a  letter  detailing  our  misfortunes,  and 
I  have  no  doubt  when  he  receives  the  letter  he  will 
come  here  in  a  jiffy.  (Aside.)  By  the  way,  he 
ought  to  have  arrived  before  this— the  distance  is 
nothing ;  I  could  have  travelled  it  in  a  fourth  of 
the  time.  (Suddenly,  as  if  struck  with  an  idea.) 
Ah  !  I  wonder  if  the  rascal  has  been  treacherous  ? 

Est.  Yon  are  muttering  to  yourself,  as  though 
you  apprehended  danger.  Is  there  any  danger  ? 

Fan.  No,  a  passing  thought,  nothing  more ;  but 
I  am  forgetting  that  you  have  fasted  since  yester- 
day— before  we  weigh  anchor,  we'll  eat  a  bit. 

Est.  No — no,  I  cannot  touch  food. 

Van.  What !  not  even  the  wing  of  a  bird  of  my 
own  killing?  Here,  Twaukey  (addressing  one  of 
the  black  attendants),  just  put  a  brace  down  to  the 
fire,  and  see  if  we  cannot  tempt  the  young  lady's 
appetite. 

Est.  Don't  you  think,  Captain  Vandcrdecken, 
that  if  your  messenger  should  not  shortly  return 
that  we  had  better  endeavoiirto  reach  the  quarters 
of  the  Governor  by  ourselves  ? 


Van.  (Aside.)  Bless  her  heart !  she  don't  seem 
afraid  of  me  now— all  along  she's  been  so  timorous 
and  suspicious,  that  I  had  my  doubts  whether  by 
some  means  or  other  I  hadn't  brought  about  her 
"  enlevement,"  and  that  her  removal  to  the  Flying 
Dutchman  was  the  work  of  my  own  hands.  (Puts 
his  arm  around  her  waist,  and  then  suddenly  with' 
draws  it  with  a  sigh.)  Ugh! 

Est.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Van.  Nothing,  my  dear  lady!  I've  bruised  my 
arm  in  the  wreck,  and  have  given  it  a  bit  of  a 
twitch! 

Est.  (Tenderly.)  Oh,  if  yon  should  be  hurt,  if 
you  should  die  here — alone ! 

Fan.  Oh,  I  don't  mean  to  die,  at  all  events,  not 
till  you  are  anchored  in  safety. 

Est.  I  was  not  thinking  of  myself. 

Van.  What,  for  me  ?  Donder  and  blitzen,  you've 
cured  my  arm — but  there,  you  are  weeping  again ! 
don't— don't  let  your  tears  fall  like  sharp-shot  into 
my  heart;  let  me  wipe  them  off,  sweet  Estelle. 

(Vandcrdecken  approaches  as  if  to  kiss 
Estelle,  her  look  and  action  arrest  him ; 
he  starts  with  self-reproach.) 

Van.  (Confused.)  I  ask  your  forgiveness, 
Mademoiselle  Spiegelhalter,  that  is  my  pretty 
Estelle,  I  have  no  doubt  you  think  me  a  grampus, 
a  shark,  but  Philip  Vanderdecken  will  be  a  brother 
to  you. 

Est.  (Looking  at  Vandcrdecl:en  steadfastly.)  I 
believe  it!  I  trust  myself  to  yon,  and  without 
fear !  There  is  my  hand ! 

Van.  (Taking  it.)  And  when  I  betray  that  trust, 
may  I  be  punished  as  a  scoundrel  deserves.  (March 
heard.)  Ah,  from  the  promontory  I  perceive  a 
party  of  the  Cape  military  force  are  approaching ! 

Est.  'Tis  the  Governor  you  expected. 

Fan.  Yes,  he  is  no  doubt  kindly  disposed,  and 
we  will  receive  him  courteously. 

CORNELIUS  RICHTER,  POOTS,  FATHER 
SEYSEN,  and  SOLDIERS  enter,  B.  u.  E.- Music 
ceases. 

Rich.  Poots,  examine  this  person,  and  let  me 
hear  what  he  has  to  say  for  himself! 

Poots.  Ja, mynheer !  (To  Vanderdecken.)  Name? 

Fan.  Philip  Vanderdecken ! 

Poots.  Country? 

Fan.  I  am  of  the  Low  Countries ! 

Poots.  Profession,  trade,  or  calling? 

Fan.  I  am  a  sea-captain,  and  in  the  service  of 
Mynheer  Spiegelhalter,  of  Saardam  I 

Poots.  How  did  you  come  h 


Fan.   The  vessel  I 


ere? 
commanded  was  wrecked, 


Poots.  Stop!  Don't  lose  sight  of  the  main 
point,  or  prevaricate !  Whom  do  you  know  here  ? 

Fan.  No  one ! 

Poots.  What  property  have  you  ? 

Fan.  None! 

Poots.  I  thought  so  !  A  clear  case  of  fraud — an 
attempt  to  rob  the  colonial  exchequer  by  repre- 
senting  

Van.  Stop,  sir!  I  have  answered  your  ques- 
tions, be  good  enough,  now,  to  answer  mine !  By 
whoso  authority  do  yon,  a  servant  of  the  State, 
dare  insult  an  inoffensive  Dutchman  who  merely 
requires  that  protection  his  flag  should  afford 
him  ? 

Rich  Come,  come,  young  gentleman,  let  us  in- 
dulge  in  no  flights  of  fancy  here — no  outbursts,  if 
you  please.  The  simple  truth  shall  meet  atten. 
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tion — all  the  rest  is  loss  of  time.  Your  statement, 
as  far  as  it  goes  at  present,  is  in  strict  accordance 
with  truth— in  fact,  I  have  had  advice  of  it  al- 
ready ! 

Van.  Indeed,  Governor,  but  how  is  it  possible 
that 

Rich.  One  moment,  if  you  please.  First,  tell  me 
how  it  is  I  find  this  lady  in  your  company  ? 

Van.  Well,  Governor,  it's  a  long  story,  and  it 
would  certainly  puzzle  me  to  tell  how  she  really 
came  on  board  the  Flying  Dutchman ! 

Rich.  A  mystery,  eh?  (Turning  to  Estelle.) 
And  now,  mademoiselle,  I  must  have  a  word  or 
two  to  say  to  you.  I  presume  you  will  admit  that 
it  was  highly  imprudent  on  your  part  to  quit 
Holland,  and  embark  in  one  of  your  own  father's 
vessels  with  an  adventurer,  who 

Van.  This  is  beyond  endurance!  Assail  me  if 
you  will,  Governor !  I,  probably,  may  treat  your 
malicious  insinuations  with  the  contempt  they 
merit,  but  dare  to  offer  any  affront  to  the  young 
lady,  and,  by  the  heaven  above  us,  I'll  cut  you 
down  as  I  would  an  Algerine,  though  you  were 
twenty  times  a  governor ! 

Est.  Do  not  act  with  rashness,  for  my  sake. 

Fan.  Don't  be  alarmed,  mademoiselle ;  I'm  not 
going  to  lose  my  temper  again.  I  won't  quarrel — 
I'll  be  civil.  Donder  I  how  I  should  like  to  give 
that  other  fellow  and  the  Governor  a  drubbing  ? 

Rich.  I  will  further  interrogate  Estelle  Spiegel- 
halter. 

Est.  My  name! 

Rich.  Yes ;  as  I  have  already  told  you,  I  am  per- 
fectly acquainted  with  your  own  and  your  com- 
panion's  history.  You  were  affianced  to  one 
Mynheer  Frederick  Desteeven.  I  never  approved 
of  the  match ;  in  fact,  I  have  used  my  best  endea- 
vours to  break  it  off,  and  at  last  it  appears  I  am 
likely  to  succeed. 

Est.  And  why,  may  I  ask,  mynheer,  do  you  inter- 
fere in  a  matter  in  which  I  and  the  gentleman 
whose  name  you  have  been  pleased  to  mention  are 
only  concerned  ? 

Rich.  A  motive  of  interest — interest,  the  strongest 
tie  which  human  nature  knows.  Frederick  Des- 
teeven is  my  nephew — his  mother  my  sister.  We 
are  allied  by  blood  to  one  of  the  most  illustrious 
famines  in  Portugal,  and  I  cannot  consent  to  an 
alliance  that  would  bring  discredit  on  the  house  of 
our  ancestors. 

Est.  Can  what  he  asserts  be  true  ? 

Rich.  Every  word  of  it.  Now,  mademoiselle, 
knowing  how  matters  stand,  I  trust  you  will  not 
be  perverse ;  and  I  beg,  at  the  same  time,  that  you 
will  show  no  disposition  to  thwart  my  wishes. 
Should  you  do  so,  I  may  be  compelled  to  proceed 
to  extremities. 

Est.  Would  you  dare? 

JRic7i.  Dare!  you  forget  the  powers  of  a  governor 
in  a  Dutch  colony ;  they  are  those  of  a  provost- 
marshal.  He  has  only  to  hold  up  his  finger  to  the 
authorities,  and  they  bend  as  the  poor  Hottentot 
bends  to  his  idol.  (Aside  to  Estelle.)  Mademoiselle, 
we  have  swamps  here — miasma  and  fever  carry  off 
all  the  refractory  settlers  sent  to  them ;  fortresses 
made  by  the  hand  of  nature  in  the  Drakensteiu 
mountains,  that  do  not  re-echo  injuries  or  injus- 
tice ;  a  holy  Inquisition,  who  might  inquire  into 
certain  unholy  doings  of  one  Captain  Vander- 
decken.  He  might  be  denounced,  abandoned  to 
the  torture,  and  eke  his  accomplice,  the  obdurate 
Estelle  Spiegelhalter— — • 


Est.  (Aside.)  If  I  consent,  time  may  do  much— — 

Rich.  But  you  will  find,  mademoiselle,  I  am 
neither  harsh  nor  ungenerous.  If  I  intend  rob- 
bing you  of  one  husband,  I  shall  present  you  with 
another.  What  say  you  to  Mynheer  Vander- 
decken  ? 

Est.  Vanderdecken !  I  esteem  him,  but  am 
afraid 

Fan.  That  you  cannot  love  him.  Well,  made- 
moiselle, there  need  be  no  surprise  expressed  at 
that ;  if  you  have  given  your  whole  heart  to  one 
man,  another  can't  expect  to  share  it. 

Est.  No  ;  Frederick  Desteeven  was  my  affianced, 
rather  than  my  chosen  husband — our  marriage— a 
marriage  of  interest,  not  affection — therefore  to 
you,  Philip  Vanderdecken,  who  has  been  the  ser- 
vant of  Providence  in  my  trials,  I  must  still  leek 
for  guidence. 

Fan.  Mademoiselle,  your  words  go  to  my  heart, 
but  they  awaken  me  to  my  duty.  It  is  plain  that 
the  wicked  prevail  here,  and  that  a  human 
creature  is  proving  more  cruel  to  you  than  the 
raging  elements.  I  see  but  one  way  of  escape  for 
you.  You  must  become  my  wife,  and  may  I  live  to 
be  in  every  way  worthy  of  you. 

Est.  (Musing.)  Terror  is  again  taking  possession 
of  me. 

Fan.  (Catching  Estelle  as  she  staggers.)  Nay, 
nay ;  don't  turn  away  from  me,  my  lass.  When 
Frederick  Desteeven  knows  the  cruel  circum- 
stances, he  will  not  blame  yon. 

Rich.  You  are  silent,  mademoiselle!  Ah!  per- 
haps I  have  been  unhappy  in  my  choice — shall  I 
elect  that  you  wed  one  of  my  people  ? 

Poots.  (Stepping forward.)  Ja,  mynheer! 

Est.  (Recoiling.)  No ;  anything  but  that.  (Rush- 
ing into  the  anns  of  Vanderdccltcn.)  Vanderdcckeu, 
fate  ordains  it — I  am  your  wife ! 

Rich.  Let  the  marriage  take  place  at  once,  then. 
Father  Seysen  is  here  to  join  your  hands  together, 
and  a  chapel  stands  in  the  valley  of  the  Long 
Kloof. 

(Tableau  as  the  priest  advances — he  half 
withdraws  his  cowl,  and  discovers  th& 
features  of  Schriften.) 

SCENE  II. — A  Dingle,  with  overhanging  trees  (hi 
the  1st  Grooves.)  WINKY  BOSS,  and  YENKO 
appear,  u. — They  pass  through  the  trees  and  corns 
forward. 

Win.  Ja,  Yenko!  Vhen  I  shall  find  my  vay 
back  to  Holland,  you  shall  be  part  of  der  travelling 
baggage,  and  vheu  ve  shall  get  clere,  you  shall  haf 
von  great  house,  and  der  decent  clothing— for  I 
shall  not  approve  of  der  fashionable  female 
costume  of  dis  country. 

Yen.  Iss  ;  you  dress  me,  Winky.  I  shall  wear 
de  leopard  skin  for  de  winter,  and  de  feathers  for 
do  summer. 

Win.  Sapperment— den  you  shall  look  like  von 
valking  hamniercloth  at  der  Christmas,  and  der 
upright  shuttlecock  in  der  clog  days.  Nein,  ucin, 
dose  clothes  shall  not  do  for  Amsterdam—  there  I 
shall  take  you. 

Yen.  Ah  !    You  large  roan— there  ? 

Win.  Ja!  I  shall  be  heavier — donder,  der  tropics 
does  not  suit  me,  and  I  shall  lose  ten  pound.-;  of 
flesh  by  the  varni  veathers — but  stop,  I  shall 
marry  you  ;  but,  before  I  shall  marry  you,  I  shall 
not  forget  von  material  point.  You  are  von  widow, 
you  say  ? 

Yen.  Isal 
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TFin.  Den,  sapperment !  you  shall  may  have  vos 
dey  call  "  encumbrances." 

Yen.  Dat  good  to  eat  ? 

Win.  Donder!  dese  peoples  thinks  of  noting 
else  but  dere  stomachs.  Der  Kafres,  she  says, 
shall  eat  her  husband,  and  she  shall  seem  inclined 
to  swallow  her  own  family. 

Fen.  Family !    What  that  ? 

Win.  Der  family  is  der  encnmbrancea  —  der 
childers. 

Yen.  Der  childers  ? — de  piccaninnies  ? 

Win.  Ja !  h&f  you  got  vous  ? 

Yen.  One — two  —  three  —  four!  Hoki—  Poki— 
Woski— Fum ! 

(Four  Black  Children  run  on,  B.,  and 
dance  about  Winky.) 

Win.  Four !  Das  vas  four  too  many.  Yenko,  you 
shall  live  and  I  shall  live  in  der  state  of  single 
blessedness ! 

Yen.  You— no  marry  Yenko  ? 

Win.  Der  marriage  is  von  solemn  thing,  and  I 
shall  not  take  upon  mein  own  shoulders  von  other 
man's  responsibilities.  (Points  to  the  children.) 

Yen.  (Crying.)  You  no  love  Yenko  ? 

Win.  Ja  !  but  das  vas  so!  (Kisses  Yenko.) 

Yen.  Yenko  want  none  of  your  kisses. 

TFin.  Sapperment !  den  I  shall  take  them  back 
again! 

(Winky  offers  to  kiss  Yenko.— The  re- 
ort  of  musketry  heard.— Yenko  and 
cr  four   children  run  out,  scream- 
ing, E.) 

Win.  Sapperment!  that  shall  be  der  discharge 
of  der  firelocks.  Vos  is  in  der  vind  now,  I  ven- 
dors? 

(JANSON  and  some  SEAMEN  are  dis- 
covered passing  through  the  trees,  L. — 
Janscn  comes  forward  to  Winky  as  the 
others  go  out.) 

Jan.  (Calling  after  them.)  Keep  yonr  weather-eye 
Open.  We  have  traced  them  here.  They  can  only 
get  out  by  the  one  outlet,  and  that  is  too  well 
guarded  to  allow  them  to  pass  through  it  without 
discovery — eh,  Winky  ? 

Win.  Ja !  but  das  vos  so ! 

Jan.  Donder,  mynheer !  You  are  capering  here 
with  the  Hottentots  while  the  whole  country  is 
ringing  with  an  outcry. 

Win.  Ja !  das  smart,  tight,  black-eyed  fraulein, 
Yeuko,  shall  be  struck  mit  mein  figure. 

Jan.  Oh,  never  mind  your  figure,  or  your  other 
accomplishments,  for  I  take  it,  that  now  yon  won't 
have  much  time  to  trifle  on  women.  Mayhap  you 
don't  know  what  has  just  happened ! 

Wi>i.  Ja,  I  vas  about  to  put  mein  head  in  der 
lion's  mouth— but  sapperment! — I  shall  draw  it 
back  again.  Wiuky  Boss  is  von  prudent  man,  nnd 
he  shall  not  take  vos  does  not  belong  to  him — (lei- 
four  childers  belongs  to  some  von  else,  so  I  shall 
not  take  them,  nor  dere  moder  neither. 

Jan.  Bonder,  yon  are  talking  about  splicing  the 
mainbrace— the  skipper  has  done  so. 

Win.  Verdammt!  but  vos  das  so? 

Jan.  Yes,  I  tell  you,  Captain  Vanderdecken  has 
married  mademoiselle,  not  an  hour  ago,  and  a 
pretty  kettle  of  fish  they  have  made  of  it. 

Win.  (Meaningly  after  a  pause.)  Mynheer  Jan  sen, 
shall  you  see  some  green  in  mein  eye  ? 

Jan.  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  Mynheer  Bo'sen,  if 
you  give  me  the  lie,  you  may  find  some  black 
about  it. 

Win.  (Vacantly.)  Ja!  he  vos  mads.    You  shall 


tell  me  that  der  skipper  Mynheer  Vanderdecken, 
vos  marriet  von  hour  ago — sapperraent! — von 
hour  ago  I  shall  meet  him  near  der  Long  Kloof. 

Jan.  I  never  saw  him  looking  better  than  ho  did 
on  his  wedding  morning — he  was  in  excellent 
health  and  spirits. 

Win.  Vhen  I  shall  see  him  his  face  vos  so  vhito 
as  von  sheet  of  paper. 

Jar? .  He  was  more  courteous  than  on  ordinary 
occasions. 

Win.  Ja— he  shall  tell  me  to  go  to  the  teufel, 
and  get  out  of  der  vay — verdammt— der  captain  is 
von  goot  man  when  he  shall  bo  himself,  but  he 
shall  not  be  so  vhen  he  shall  be  somebody  else. 

Jan.  I  say,  Winky,  you  may  remember — there 
was  a  mystery  on  board  ship  about  the  captain, 
we  fathomed  that,  and  why  not  this  ? — sailors  who 
can  do  so  much  011  water  ought  to  be  able  to  do  a 
little  on  land.  What  if  we  try  to  make  the  dis- 
covery ourselves  ? 

Win.  Ja  !  vhen  ve  shall  find  it  ont. 
Jan.  But  I  haven't  made  all  the  soundings  yet. 
I've  told  you  as  how  the  captain  got  spliced,  but  I 
haven't  told  you  the  circumstances  which  attended 
thcceremony — it's  a  long  yarn,  so  as  time'sprecious, 
I'll  reduce  it  to  bibs  and  bobs.  Old  Spintext,  that's 
the  parson,  has  tied  the  knot,  you  see,  and  we 
were  on  the  point  of  leaving  the  altar,  when  up 

came  some  one  as  if  to  forbid  the  banns 

Win.  Dor  teufel! 

Jan.  No,  it  wasn't,  though  he  grinned  like  one, 
and  came  pop  upon  the  bridal  party  with  a  regular 
jog  trot.  The  skipper  was  taken  too  much 
aback  to  say  •  anything,  and  his  bride,  of  course, 
melted  as  fast  as  a  pot  of  pomatum. 
Win.  Ja !  she  shall  faint. 

Jan.  On  the  instant,  as  if  by  magic,  the  torches 
were  extinguished,  and  the  gloomy  building,  with 
those  within  it,  were  left  in  total  darkness. 
Win.  Donder  !  den  they  shall  see  nothing  ? 
Jan.  The  skipper  by  this  time  had,  of  course, 
found  his  voice.    He  called  upon  us  to  close  the 
doors,  and  let  no  one  pass  till  he  had  got  a  light. 

Win.  Ja!  he  had  his  "  amadou."  Stein  Doitch- 
man  shall  be  rnitout  der  amadou  and  der  flint  in 
his  breeches  pocket. 

Jan.  But  when  the  light  was  brought,  neither 
bride  nor  bridegroom  were  to  bo  seen.  Both  had 
vanished,  and,  it  is  supposed,  by  some  mysterious 
agency ;  but  I  am  not  to  be  cajoled  by  any  lingo  of 
that  sort.  The  captain  has  been  kidnapped.  He 
is  only  flesh  and  blood — and  if,  a-  I  imagine,  I  saw 
him  enter  this  dingle,  why,  he'll  come  out  of  it  as 
sharply  as  he  came  into  it.  Then  heave  ahead, 
Wiuky,  and  bear  a  hand  in  the  search. 

[Eait,  L. 

Win.  Der  mens  say  that  von  man  cannot  be  in 
two  places  at  von  time,  unless  he  be  der  teufel. 
If  Mynheer  Vanderdecken  is  here,  as  Janscn  shall 
say,  und  somcvhere  else,  as  I  shall  say — den, 

inein  Got !  Mynheer  Vanderdeckeu  must  be  der 

(Pause.)    I  shall  go  to  the  "  Long  Kloof." 

[Lights   7<is  pipe,    and   goes  out  revy 
" TJ. 
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SCENE  III.— The  Vortex  of  ike  Long  Kloof,  com- 
monly called  "  The  Deoil's  Hoof." 

The  first  two  wings  represent,  the  continuation  of  a 
cavern.— Down  the  back  a  range  of  basaltic  roc/cs, 
extending  from  the  flies  to  the  stage,  3  E.  K.  H., 
Jrom  the  summit  of  which  falls  a  sheet  of  real 
water  into  a  basin  or  -natural  reservoir;  this 
reservoir  ea-tends  across  stage  from  L.  to  B. — A 
precipitous  flight  of  steps  arching  across  the  stream, 
leads  from  the  stage  to  the  range  of  rocks  at 
back. — An  ascent  of  rocks  runs  up  L.,  breaking  off 
in  a  half  arch  over  the  water,  to  communicate  with 
a  rudely-slung  draw-bridge  from  R.  to  c. — Part  of 
a  boat  seen  among  some  reeds  in  the  foreground. — 
Music  to  bring  on  SCHRIFTEN,  who  appears  on 
the  rocks,  B. — He  hurls  a  spiked  torch  which  he 
carries  in  his  hand,  into  the  ground,  lets  down  the 
draw-bridge,  and  PIETER  STRUTS  appears 
following  Schrif ten. —When  the  latter  has  let  down 
the  bridge,  Pieter  Struys  carries  on  his  shoulder 
the  fainting  form  of  ESTELLE. 

Schrif.  Be  cautious,  Pieter,  till  I  have  fixed  the 
torch  and  brought  down  a  light.  The  bridge  is 
narrow,  and  you  may  slip  into  the  water  in  the 
dark. 

(Pieter  Struts  crosses  the  bridge 
cautiously,  and  advances  with,  Estelle 
and  Schrif  ten.  Pieter  Struys  lays 
Estelle  gently  on  a  bank  of  rock,  and 
Schrif  ten  regards  Tier.) 

Schrift.  How  fair !  how  beautiful !  There  seems 
to  be  magic  in  her  shape  that  rivets  me  to  the 
spot,  and  bids  me  play  no  longer  the  monster ! 
What  might  I  not  have  been  had  the  pure  light  of 
love  shone  on  me  before  I  embarked  in  crime !  We 
are  here,  Estelle,  alone.  You  are  in  my  power, 
yet  I  cannot  harm  you.  I  am  triumphant,  yet 
your  slave— despised,  branded,  hunted,  yet  bend- 
ing  to  virtue. 

Pieter.  These  words,  mynheer  ? 

Schrift.  No  doubt  surprise  you.  Make  no 
wonder  of  them,  for  we  are  not  always  what  we 
seem — good  or  evil.  We  appear  but  as  nature  has 
formed  us.  There  is  no  faith — no  trusting  in 
mankind.  The  adder  basks  in  the  sunbeam — the 
hemlock  raises  its  head  with  the  summer  rose. 

Pieter.  Conscience,  then,  will  not  hang  you, 
mynheer ;  and  if,  as  you  say,  you  mean  well  to  the 
young  lady,  why  such  good  intentions  are  an 
armour  against  the  knocks  of  fortune. 

Sc7iri/t.  She  will  be  better  soon,  I  hope,  and 
happier  than  ever. 

Pieter.  But  you  are  forgetting,  mynheer,  the 
danger  that  surrounds  us.  The  woods  are  filled 
with  ferocious  animals,  and  our  own  countrymen 
are  pursuing  us  closely. 

Sc7irt/t.  Yes,  and  man  is  a  keen  hunting  animal, 
Pieter.  There  is  no  prey  he  follows  with  such  zest 
as  his  fellow  man.  I  will  revisit  the  mouth  of  this 
chasm,  and  give  you  warning  if  any  stragglers  are 
exploring  the  neighbourhood— be  vigilant  until  my 
return; 

[Crosses  bridge,  and  goes  out. 

Pieter.  I  have  asked  myself  more  than  once 
whether  I  have  acted  wisely  in  joining  this  enter. 

Srise.  I  sometimes  wonder  whether  I  have  not  deal- 
igs  with  some  spirit  of  darkness— so  extraordinary 
and  miraculous  do  the  doings  of  Mynheer  Vander- 
decken  seem — then  I  wonder  how  I  can  be  so  weak- 
minded,  and  suffer  imagination  to  bewilder  and 
delude  me.  (Regards  Estelle.)  Yes,  she  will  be  a 


safe  prisoner  here.  No  escape  for  her  save  by 
yonder  wild  staircase  of  slippery  rocks.  (Points  to 
ascent,  L.)  Tradition  says  that  once  a  negro  slave 
bore  off  his  master's  daughter  from  this  cavern  up 
that  ascent,  and 

Est.  (Has  risen  fromt he  bank.)  Is  this  reality? 
Am  I  awake  ?  Is  it  not  some  horrid  dream  ?  Speak, 
speak,  some  one !  What  does  all  this  mean  ?  Tell 
me  the  truth ! 

Pieter.  The  circumstances  of  your  abduction,, 
madame,  can  be  better  explained  by  Captain, 
Vanderdecken  than 

Est.  Why  has  he  left  me  ?    Why  is  he  not  here  ? 

Pieter.  He  has  departed  to  obtain  assistance, 
and 

Est.  It  is  singular  he  should  leave  me  in  a  strange- 
place,  and  with  a  strange  man.  Which  path  did 
he  take  ?  I  will  follow  him. 

Pieter.  Madame,  you  must  not. 

Est.  Must  not !    And  why  ? 

Pieter.  I  am  simply  obeying  the  captain's  orders.. 

Est.  Stop,  sirrah  !  it  is  evident  you  are  attempt- 
ing to  deceive  me.  Your  trick  to  detain  me  is  too 
shallow;  the  bird  once  caught,  and  once  escaping,, 
grows  wiser. 

Piiter.  I  do  not  deserve  these  doubts,  madame. 

Est.  I  see  a  boat  lying  among  the  entangled 
weeds.  If  there  be  no  egress  from  this  place,  it, 
will  at  least  serve  me  to  quit  it.  This  torrent  and 
stream  no  doubt  fall  into  the  Kromme  river. 

Pieter.  Yes,  madame.  (^4side.)  This  circumstance 
has  happened  most  opportunely.  While  she  is 
allured  by  this  senseless  means  of  flight,  I  can 
draw  up  the  bridge.  I  see  mynheer  in  his  hot 
haste  has  forgot  to  do  so. 

(Pieter  Struts  crosses  the  bridge,  draws 
it  up,  and  then  retires  into  cavern,  K.) 

Est.  (Looking  at  the  boat.)  No;  flight  by  this 
boat  is  impossible— it  is  shattered,  useless.  It  has 
belonged,  no  doubt,  to  some  poor  wretch,  who  has 
endeavoured  to  pass  the  torrent,  and  has  perished' 
in  its  down.gushing  flood. 

(Estelle  pushes  the  reeds  aside,  and  dis- 
covers VANDERDECKEN  lying 
senseless  in  the  stern  of  the  boat.) 

Est.  Ah !  can  my  eyes  deceive  me !  Vander- 
decken. (He  is  aroused  by  the  voice  of  Estelle,  and 
partly  raises  himself  up.)  He  lives  !  he  lives  ! 

Fan.  (In  a  delirium.)  Before  I  can  reach  the 
rocks  the  torrent  will  dash  me  against  their  rugged 
points.  Yes,  death  surrounds  me,  and  I  shall 
perish !  'Tis  hard  to  die :  so  suddenly  to  plunge 
from  seeming  ha.ppiness  to  that  dark  state  the= 
living  soul  trembles  to  contemplate. 

Est.  Is  there  no  help — no  succour — in  this  dread- 
ful place  ?  Must  he  die? 

Van.  No  earthly  power  can  save  me  ;  the  water 
is  lashing  around  the  boat,  and  breaking  her  up. 

Est.  He  raves.  Could  I  but  raise  him  in  my 
arms? 

(She  raises  Vanderdecken  with  great 
agitation,  and  leads  him,  a  few  steps 
forward.  He  recovers  slowly.) 

Van.  I  am  exhausted.  The  edges  of  the  rocka 
have  lacerated  my  flesh.  I  am  bleeding — without 
strength.  (Feebly.)  Where  am  I?  All  here  seems, 
solemn — cheerless ! 

Est.  But  you  are  with  Estelle.    Look  up,  love  I 

Van.  That  voice! 

Est.  Yes ;  he  knows  me. 

Fan.  (^dvancino.)  Yes,  yes;  but  how  came  we 
here? 
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Est.  Alas !  I  know  not. 

Van.  (Vaguely.)  No;  it  is  no  dream.  I  re- 
member now.  I  was  borne  down  yonder  vortex  by 
the  whirlpool ;  the  boat  overshot  the  water ;  but  I 
am  safe  now,  safe— kind,  preserving  Providence ! 
(Confused.)  Yet  I  cannot  understand,  if  not  in  a 
dream,  how 

Est.  His  reason  still  wanders. 

Van.  Come,  let  us  go ;  they  will  be  surprised  at 
our  absence.  By  which  path  did  you  enter  this 
place  ?  Show  it  to  me,  and  we  will  set  forth  at 
once. 

Est.  He  is  again  bewildered. 

Tan.  Why  do  you  delay,  Estella  ? 

Est.  The  disclosure  of  the  terrible  truth  will,  I 
fear,  further  distract  him  ;  but  it  must  be  told. 
You  forget,  Philip,  we  are  captives.  The  bridge 
was  the  only  path  across  the  flood,  and  that  has 
been  drawn  up. 

Fan.  (Despondingly.)  And  is  there  no  other? 
(Suddenly.)  Yes,  I  know  of  one  !  (Musing.)  She 
was  dragged  by  force  here !  What  force  ?  By 
whom  ?  I  seem  to  forget  every  incident  of  the 
past  hour. 

Est.  Yes,  Philip,  you  must  remember.  We  were 
in  the  chapel — at  the  altar  together. 

Fan.  At  the  altar — together — yes!— (aroused  to 
reason) — yes,  I  bring  all  to  mind  now — Estelle,  my 
wife!  Thank  Heaven  I  I  no  longer  rave.  You 
know  me,  Estelle — do  you  not  ?  Turn — look  upon 
me — speak  my  name ! 

Est.  Philip ! 

(Lays  her  head  upon  his  shouldeT.  He 
caresses  her.) 

Van.  Why  do  you  tremble,  dearest ;  he  is  with 
you,  who  loves  you  better  than  life  itself — you  are 
with  one  who  would  not  harm  you  for  the  wide, 
wide  world !  Yon  are  silent !  You  are  safe ! — safe, 
did  I  say  ?  No,  Estelle ;  you  are  in  danger,  and 
the  Creator,  in  His  mercy,  has  guided  me  to  this 
abyss. 

(Turns  abruptly  from  her. — Music  till 
the  end  of  the  act.) 

Est.  Ah,  Philip !  would  you  leave  me? 
Fan.  But  for  a  few  moments. 
Est.  Where  are  you  going  ? 
Fan.  Do  not  ask  me ;  I  shall  return  soon.    Yes, 
yes,  'tis  heaven  inspires  me ! 

(He  glides  from  Estelle.) 

Est.  I  fear  his  delirium  is  returning.  What  is 
he  about  to  do  ?  He  seems  bent  upon  some  dan- 
gerous undertaking.  Ah! 

(.4s  Estelle  utters  the  exclamation,  she 
observes  Vanderdecken  climbing  the 
steep  rode,  L.) 

Est.  Mercy,  Philip  !  you  are  rushing  on  death  ! 
Those  steps  are  not  made  for  man's  foot — the  ear 
must  be  deaf  to  the  roar  of  the  water — the  eye  dim 
that  looks  down  on  the  abyss  !  My  brain  is  giddy 
at  the  mere  thought !  Philip  !  Philip !  He  is 
frantic  still,  and  docs  not  hear  me !  I  dare  not 
scream,  lest  I  distract  his  wavering  steps,  and  dash 
him  headlong  from  the  dizzy  height  to  the  chasm 
below. 

{Vanderdeclcen  continues  to  ascend.  He 
flutters  from  rock  to  rode,  and  pursues 
his  upward  course,  holding  by  the 
reeds.) 


Est.  I  cannot  pray,  but  must  sport  with  my 
agony.  One  false  step  and  he  dies ! 

(As  Vanderdecken  reaches  the  summit 
of  the  rock  a  fragment  falls,  crumbling 
from  beneath  his  feet.  He  remains 
firmly  on  another,  partly  concealed  by 
it.  Estelle  buries  her  face  in  her 
hands,  and  screams.) 

Est.  I  dare  not  look,  yet  the  sight  fascinates  me. 
Death  seems  to  have  no  terror  for  my  eyes.  (Turns 
again,  to  the  rock.)  Ah !  what  do  I  see  ?  Two  men, 
the  very  semblance  of  each  other,  engaged  in 
desperate  conflict !  The  stronger  forces  the  weaker 
to  the  earth — he  intends  to  murder  lain  1  The  ouo 

is  Vanderdecken — the  other 

Win.  Der  teufcl ! 

(WINKY,  as  he  utters  the  word,  7ia<s 
suddenly  appeared  at  the  mouth  of  the 
cavern.  While  Estelle  has  been  speaking 
Vanderdecken  has  gained  the  summit 
of  the  rock  ;  here  he  'is  met  by  SCHRIF- 
TEN.— [T/iis  effect  is  managed  by 
means  of  a  double,  who  is  dressed, 
similar  to  Philip,  and  appears  from 
behindthe  rock,  L.,  when  Philip  makes 
the  chanqe  of  dress.'] — A  desperate 
struggle  ensues  been  them.  Vander- 
decken is  hurled  over  the  rock,  and 
Schriften  stands  triumphant  on  the 
highestpoint  of  the  eminence.) 

END   OP  ACT   III. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.— Between  decks  of  a  Portuguese  brig,  the 
Nostra  Senora  da  Monte. — Lights  half  down. 
Music.— PEDRO,  GOMEZ,  and'WINKEY  BOSS 
discovered  seated  at  a  table,  n.  c.,  and  playing  at 
"  Mournival,  a  Spanish  game  of  cards.  A  cabin 
lamp  suspended  throws  a  light  on  the  table. 

Gomez.  A  paroli-sept,  et  le  va— seven ! 

Win.  Quinze,  et  le  va— vifteen ! 

Pedro.  A  paroli-trente,  et  le  va — thirty  1 

Gomez.  Soixante,  et  le  va — sixty! 

Pedro.  A  knave!  Ha,  ha!  you  have  lost  ten 
doubloons,  and 

Gomez.  My  temper !  so  I  shall  stop  at  this  point. 
(Throws  his  cards  down.) 

Pedro.  Diablo !     Don't  you  play  again  ? 

Gomez.  No ;  a  inaldetto  on  the  game. 

Pedro.  Ma  padre  !  if  you  are  tired  of  this,  Senor 
Gomez,  we  will  give  you  your  revenge  in  another! 
what  say  you  to  lansquenet,  or  Spanish  whist  P 

Gomez.  No;  I  have  had  enough  of  cards,  they 
have  been  against  me  all  the  voyage,  and  it  seems 
as  if  ill-luck  were  to  follow  me  till  I  get  to  the  end 
of  it. 

Win.  Yah  1  But  das  vos  so,  ve  vos  all  onlucky. 
Der  day  I  shall  joindis  sheep's  (ship's)  company  I 
shall  break  mein  pipe,  and  lose  my  tobacco-box, 
and  shall  never  see  them  since. 

Pedro.  (Suddenly,  as  if  in  pain.)  Ugh,  oh,  ugh  ! 
—there  it  is  again. 

Win.  Donner  and  blitzen,  vos  is  der  matter  ? 

Pedro.  Holy  Saiut  Antonio,  don't  ask  me,  but 
give  me  the  arrack.  Ugh,  oh,  ugh ! 

(A  bottle  is  given  to  Pedro. — He  keeps 
it  to  his  mouth  for  some  sfconds,  then 
draining  the  bottle,  he  holds  it  up.) 
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Pedro.  Salvador  de  Mnndo  !  what  a  miraculous 
medicine  have  we  here !  But  for  this  same 

arrack 

Win.  You  shall  be  food  for  der  leetle  fishes. 
Pedro.  Aye,  dead  as  a  herring !    You  have  spoken 
of  your  troubles,  seuors,  since  sailing  in  the  Nostra  j 
Senora  da  Monte,  they  sink   into  insignificance 
when  compared  with  mine.    I  have  suffered  the 
agonizing  torments  of  gout  from  the  moment  we 
weighed  anchor. 

Gom.  Only  three  days  out,  too,  when  we  had  a 
chance  of  being  beaten  into  tooth-picks,  without  a 
breeze  to  help  us. 

Win.  (Aside.)  Ven  they  shall  know  what  I  shall 
know,  they  shall  say  ve  haf  taken  de  teufel  on 
board  und  in  tow — 

Pedro.  If  we  have  not  the  arch-fiend  on  board 
this  goodly  ship,  we  have  at  least  one  of  his  imps 
— all  saints  protect  us  from  harm.  (Crossing 
himself.)  Holy  Saint  Antoino,  let  me  but  rid  my- 
self of  the  demon,  and  I  will  offer  up  a  hundred 
wax  candles  of  three  ounces  each  to  the  shrine  of 
the  Virgin. 

Gom.  But  if  this  spirit  of  darkness  exist  here,  by 
what  means  are  we  to  distinguish  him,  for  beyond 
all  doubt  he  assumes  the  dress  of  one  of  the  crew  ? 

Pedro.  No,  he  don't .' 

Win.  Ah  !  you  shall  suspect  someone,  mynheer  ? 

Pedro.  Carambo,  I  do  suspect  someone  ! 

Gom.  Who  can  it  be  ? 

Pedro.  Who  but  that  sabled-visaged  hidalgo 
who  makes  his  appearance  so  mysteriously  on  all 
occasions.  If  he  enters  a  cabin,  the  lights  burn 
blue  on  the  instant.  Let  a  seaman  light  his 
"cigarro,"  and  a  flash  of  light-mng  immediately 
follows  the  event.  I  only  opened  a  bottle  of 
Amontillado  last  night,  and  pop  went  a  roll  of 
thunder.  (Distant  thunder.)  Eh !  what's  that, 
eh  ?  Thunder !  then  I  have  strong  suspicions 
that  someone  is  opening  another  bottle,  blessed 
be  the  holy  saints,  and  particularly  our  worthy 
Saint  Antonio,  who  has  taken  under  his  peculiar 
care  the  "  Nostra  Senora  da  Monte." 

Gom.  There  is  evidently  great  mystery  attached 
to  the  person  you  have  spoken  of,  senor.  How  did 
he  get  on  board  ? 

Win.  (Aside.)  Sapperment !  no  von  shall  know. 

Gom.  Is  he  a  passenger  ? 

Pedro.  No ;  the  only  name  on  the  passengers' 
list  is  that  of  a  protege  of  the  Dutch  governor, 
who  is  bound  with  us  for  Saardam,  in  Holland. 

Gom.  Can  the  agent  give  no  information  ? 

Pedro.  No  information  whatever. 

Gom.  With  due  submission,  then,  senor,  I  sub- 
mit that  this  inaccessible  individual  should  at 
once  minutely  be  examined. 

Pedro.  A  happy  thought,  Senor  Gomez.  Saint 
Antonio  has  inspired  you. 

Win.  Before  you  shall  ask  von  question  he  shall 
answer  it  vith  von  blow. 

Pedro.  If  the  fellow  doesn't  speak,  why,  we 
must  find  some  way  of  making  him  do  so. 

Win.  Oh,  he  can  speak,  right  well  if  he  please 
not  hold  his  tongue.  (Music  tremulo.) 

Pedro.  That  being  the  case,  my  curiosity  is 
aroused  more  than  ever.  Let  me  see  this  com- 


pound of  good  and  evil  at  once,  pass  the  word  for 
his  admission  here. 

[Wiriky  goes  out,   L.,  and  thunder  is 
heard. 

Ah. thunder  again! — is  the  malignant  wretch  re- 
commencing  his  devilish  tricks — ugh — oh — ugh! 
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Another  twinge  of  the  gout — that's  ominous — pass 
the  arrack — quick!  (Drinlcs.)  Holy  Saint  Antonio, 
I  am  better  now — how  potent  and  fortifying  is  the 
draught. 

(SCHRIFTEN  is  brought  in  by  some 
Seamen  and  Winlcy,  i.—Schriften 
wavjs  them  o$,  and  boldly  faces 
Pedro. — Music  ceases.) 

Schrif.  By  whose  authority  am  I  called  here  ? 

Pedro.  (Rather  timorously.)  Mine  ! 

Schrif.  (Fiercely.)  Yours !  Maldetto,  you  seem 
to  forget  that  I  am  not  one  of  your  crew,  senor. 
I  am  a  foreigner,  also — have  a  care  that  you  do  not 

Pedro.  Diablo !  you  are  speaking  in  an  authorita- 
tive tone. 

Schrif.  Yes ;  and  the  words  come  from  the  lips 
of  a  man  wholly  unsubservient  to  any  control, 
save  such  as  he  pleases. 

Pedro.  I  am  lost  in  wonder !— amazement ! 
Carambo,  now  will  I  give  one  thousand  candles,  of 
ten  ounces  each,  to  the  shrine  of  the  Virgin,  when 

I  shall  have  delivered  up 

Schrif.  What  am  I  to  infer  from  this  indignity  ? 
Pedro.  That  I  have  suspicion — more  than  sus- 
picion  

Schrif.  Suspicion  ?     Humph  !     I  know  that 

Pedro.  Carambo  !  and  how  do  you  know  that  ? 
Serif.  I  know  that,  and  much  more,  if  I  chose 
to  tell  it. 
Pedro.    Ah !    you    confess !      We     have     now 

authority  for  seizing 

Schrif.  Fool !  would  you  molest  me  ?  Have  a 
care  that  I  make  not  your  ship  oue  solid  mass  from 
keel  to  deck,  and  raise  a  gale  heavy  as  sea  can 
make  it.  (Thunder  and  storm  commences.) 

Pedro.  Holy  Saint  Antonio!  but  sure  enough  a 
storm  is  coming  on. 

Gom.  The  work  of  this  imp  of  darkness,  no 
doubt. 

Pedro.  Yes.  On  him  at  once.  (To  sailors,  who 
don't  appear  very  anxious  to  obey  him.)  Don't  you 
hoar  my  orders?  Forward,  you  scoundrels! — 
uow's  your  time  !  Lay  hold  of  him  from  behind. 
All  at  once,  and  beat  down  his  guard. 

(The  sailors  secure  Schrif  ten — he  laughs 
a  dcjianct.) 


Schrif.  Ha!  ha!  Senor  Pedro!  Well  meant; 
but  you  fail  to  accomplish  your  object. 

Pedro.  What  does  the  fellow  say  ? 

Schrif.  So  you  mean  to  destroy  me  ? 

Pedro.  By  Holy  Saint  Antonio,  I  do  ! 

Schrif.  You  will  be  sorry  when  it  is  too  late. 

Pedro.  Sorry,  eh?  No;  my  only  regret  is  that 
your  malicious  presence  has  again  brought  on  my 
gout.  Ugh!  ho!  ugh!  Did  mortal  ever  suffer 
such  agony— the  arrack — (drinlcs) — for  such  pain 
as  I  endure  one  could  imagine  that  we  had  other 
fiends  than  this  on  board  the  good  ship,  the 
Nostra  Senora  da  Monte. 

Schrif.  Aye,  senor  ;  you  speak  truly  there. 

Pedro.  Eh!— what?  Do  you  mean  to  say 
that 

Schrif.  That  there  is  a  witch  as  well  as  a  wizard 


on  boai-d  this  vessel. 

Pedro.  Holy  Saint  Antonio — but  I  thought  so ! 
I  never  experienced  any  trouble  in  all  my  life,  but 
I  have  always  discovered  that  a  woman  has  been 
at  the  bottom  of  it. 

Schrif.  Send  for  the  lady— the  Dutch  governor's 
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protege — question  her,  and  then  yon  will  find  out 
to  whom  you  must  attribute  yonr  present  trouble. 

(Thunder.) 

Pedro.  Thunder!— commotion!  Yes,  that  de- 
cidedly smacks  of  female  influence  ;  and  notwith- 
standing the  malignity  of  this  fellow,  I  am  in- 
duced, in  the  present  instance,  to  believe  that  he 
is  not  lying.  Pass  the  word  for  the  lady  to  attend 
me  here  at  once. 

Win.  Yah !  I  shall  fetch  der  young  vomans. 
She  shall  tell  you  all  vot  she  do  not  know. 

[Goes  out,  L. 

Pedro.  Our  saints  could  formerly  do  something 
for  us  in  a  dilemma  like  this,  but  now  I  would  not 
give  two  ounces  of  gold  for  the  whole  calendar. 
As  for  Saint  Antonio,  he's  a  lazy  old  scoundrel ! 
Eh !  the  gout's  coming  on  again — ugh — oh — ugh  ! — 
let  me  have  some  arrack.  (Drinks.) 

Enter   ESTELLE,  attended  by  WINKY,  L.— She 
is  pale  and  dejected,  with  eyes  cast  down. 

Pedro.  Carambo !  but  she  is  well  favoured. 

Win.  Yah,  but  das  is  so ! 

Gom.  The  devil  is  delusive,  you  know,  and  we 
must  resist  his  snares. 

Pedro.  Right,  Senor  Gomez ;  the  loadstone  will 
draw  nails  out  of  a  door,  and  there  be  women  with 
eyes  strong  as  loadstones,  that  drag  men  to  their 
perdition.  (To  Estelle.)  Well,  senora,  I  believe 
you  are  a  young  widow  ? 

Est.  I  fear  me,  senor,  you  are  but  too  well  ac- 
quainted with  my  unfortunate  husband's  history. 

Pedro.  I  cannot  deny  having  heard  somewhat  to 
his  disadvantage,  but  your  own  looks  go  far,  I 
must  in  justice  admit,  to  contradict  evil  reports. 

Est.  Place  no  faith  in  them,  senor. 

Pedro.  Eh !  that  is  something  like  an  avowal  of 
your  own  offences. 

Est.  I  neither  admit  my  faults  nor  deny  them, 
senor. 

Pedro.  Am  I  to  understand,  then,  that  you  up- 
hold a  resort  to  forbidden  arts  ? 

Est.  If  we  have  the  power  given  us,  we  have  a 
right  to  use  it. 

Schrif.  You  hear,  senor.  Have  I  spoken  falsely 
or  not,  eh  ?  Cast  that  woman  adrift,  and  your 
ship  will  be  saved  ;  if  not,  it  will  be  lost,  and  every 
soul  on  board.  (Thunder.) 

Pedro.  Holy  Saint  Antonio!  but  this  seems 
right. 

Gomez.  Quite  right,  senor;  the  elements  are 
even  now  speaking.  She  must  leave  the  vessel. 

Sailors.  Aye,  aye  ;  our  own  safety  demands  it. 

Est.  Men !  In  mercy  do  not  believe  this  wretch ! 
The  means  he  takes  to  destroy  me  are  cruel  and 
iniquitous.  If  I  perish,  all  concerned  in  this  un- 
just proceeding  will  have  been  guilty  of  murder. 

Winky.  Recollect,  myuheeren,  dat  der  accuser 


von  vizard  himself. 

Sailors.  Aye,  aye ;  he  has. 

Winky.  In  seeking  to  punish  von  offence,  we 
may  commit  von  graver  von. 

Schrif.  Let  Estelle  Vanderdecken  speak  of  the 
mystery  by  which  she  was  enshrouded  when  on 
board  her  own  husband's  vessel,  the  Flying 
Dutchman.  Ask  how  she  concealed  herself  during 
the  voyage,  and  how  she  quitted  Holland.  She  is 
silent — she  dares  not  answer  these  questions. 

Gomez.  The  Flying  Dutchman !  Yes,  senors ; 
there  have  been  strange  stories  told  of  that  un- 
happy vessel.  It  is  said  that  the  captain  was  no 


more  nor  less  than  a  demon  wearing  a  human 
semblance. 

(The  sailors  commence  murmuring 
again.) 

Pedro.  Holy  Saint  Antonio,  direct  me  in  this 
difficulty!  Senors,  you  are  getting  clamorous; 
one  portion  of  you  seem  for  throwing  the  man 
overboard— the  other  for  drowning  the  woman ! 

(The  sailors  cry  out — som«  "  Yes," 
others  "  No.") 

Pedro.  I  think  I  have  hit  upon  a  plan  that  will 
satisfy  everybody.  There's  a  small  skiff  hanging 
astern;  let  it  be  lowered,  and  then  both  the 
offenders  shall  get  into  it. 

Est.  Mercy!  mercy !  not  with  him ! 

(Points  to  Schriften,  who  exults.) 

Pedro.  Mercy !  Ask  it  of  the  waves,  for  I  can 
show  none !  ( Thunder. ) 

Winky.  You  will  never,  mynheer,  put  dese  poor 
creatures  to  sea  in  such  a  gale  as  this ;  not  von 
boat  can  live  in  it ! 

Pedro.  Give  me  credit  for  some  charity,  I  beg, 
Winky  Boss.  They  will  not  leave  the  vessel 
empty-handed ;  the  skiff  shall  be  well  provisioned ; 
we  are  nearing  a  bank  of  rocks,  and  they  can 
make  for  it.  From  the  headland  a  Dutch  vessel 
may  descry  the  outcasts,  and  should  they  fall  in 
with  a.  foreigner,  he  may  give  them  a  passage  to 
some  friendly  port.  Away  with  them  at  once ! 

Est.  (Struggling  with  sailors.)  Have  you  no  pity? 
Heaven  !  am  I  reserved  for  this  ? 

Pedro.  Away  with  them,  I  say!  Cast  them 
adrift !  They  show  no  gratitude  for  the  favours  I 
have  conferred  upon  them. 

[Schriften  defiantly,  and  Estelle  scream' 
ing,  are  borne  out,  L. 

Win.  I  shall  protest  against  der  proceeding — der 
poor  young  vomans,  I  am  convinced,  is  too  young 
and  too  pretty  to  do  us  any  harm. 

Pedro.  Yon  are  bewitched  by  her  yourself, 
Winkey  Boss,  or  you  would  not  make  such  a 
remark.  If  you  require  proof  of  her  evil  in- 
fluence, you  have  only  to  look  up  to  the  heavens. 
See,  she  is  no  sooner  leaving  the  vessel  than  the 
clouds  clear  off  ;  there  was  a  storm  when  she  was 
aboard,  it  is  now  passing  away ;  I  had  the  gout,  it 
has  gone — no,  hang  it!  it  hasn't  gone,  for  I've  & 
devil  of  a  twitch  at  the  present  moment. 

Gom.  Shall  I  fetch  the  arrack  ? 

Pedro.  No,  the  fit  is  over ;  I'm  glad  it  seized  me 
now,  for  depend  upon  it,  I  shall  henceforth  not  be 
liable  to  a  recurrence.  (Murmur  without.)  Eh! 
what's  that  ? 

Win.  Der  poor  creatures  we  have  cast  adrift 
shall  be  sinking. 

Pedro.  Holy  Saint  Antonio  be  praised! — then 
we  can  now,  with  comfort  and  satisfaction,  go  to 
our  devotions 

[Pedro  goes  out  with,  tJie  rest,  leaving 
Winkey  alone  on  the  stage. 

Win.  (Alone  on  the  stage)  They  shall  go  to  their 
devotions  / — das  vos  goot — I  shall  show  mem  devo- 
tion, but  in  some  oder  ways.  Der  lifeboat  is  dere — 
mein  knife  is  here — I  shall  shave  (save)  meinself , 
and  I  shall  shave  das  young  woman,  Mademoiselle 
Spiegelhalter. 

[Slowly  knocks  the  ashes  out  of  the  pipe 
he  has  been  smoking — puts  it  away — 
coolly  draws  Tus  knife  /ro?»i  Jits 
pocfcet  —  then,  with  more  than  his 
usual  celerity,  hurries  out,  L. 
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SCENE  THE  LAST.—  A  Bank  of  Rocks  situate  in 
the  open  ocean.  —  These  rocks  appear  to  be  of  chalk, 
and  an  ardent  sunlight  darting  on  them,  tinges 
them  with  an  almost  prismatic  hue.—  ESTELLE 
discovered  reclining  on  one  of  the  rocks,  R.  ; 
SCHRIFTEN  pushing  the  boat  off,  L. 

Est.  Dare  I,  in  this  dreadful  hour,  question  my 
thoughts  ?  —  they  are  indeed  something,  nothing  — 
one  image  after  another  rushes  through  my  mind, 
and  with  a  velocity  which  for  a  time  threatens  the 
empire  of  reason  ;  but  perhaps  this  mental  illness 
is  a  merciful  provision  of  nature  to  save  me  from 
that  rude  shock  which  the  strength  of  one  sad 
image,  and  one  alone,  might  inflict. 

Schrif.  (Advancing  R.)  We  have  reached  this 
rocky  bank  in  safety,  Estelle  Vanderdecken  ;  but 
for  a  time  only,  for  this  desolate  islet  is  submerged 
at  the  rising  tide. 

Est.  Then  why  have  you  brought  me  here? 
Why  have  you  not  elected  that  we  both  perish  at 
sea? 

Schrif.  Because  it  is  ordained  that  on  this  spot 
you  shall  pass  through  a  terrible  ordeal  —  an  ordeal 
demanded  by  fate  itself. 

Est.  You  speak  in  enigma. 

Schrif.  You  see  before  you,  Estelle,  a  wild  and 
fearful  being.  I  am  merciless  as  strong;  in  my 
bosom  there  is  hatred,  in  my  heart  not  an  impulse 
of  humanity. 

Est.  And  yet  at  times  you  appear  my  friend. 

Schrif.  And,  even  if  your  conjecture  were  correct, 


t  band,  too,  may  appear  strange  to  you.  Let  me 
avow  that  I  am  his  evil  genius  ;  that  I  have  power 
over  those  most  dear,  most  near  to  him,  and  that 
to  fulfil  his  destiny  I  must  persecute  even  you  — 
his  wife. 

Est.  Alas!  you  have  done  so  already. 

Schrif.  But  with  persecution  you  are  also  be- 
queathed a  task  of  vengeance,  and  here,  on  this 
lonely  rock,  where  no  eye  can  see  you,  where  no 
tongue  can  accuse  you,  you  can  wreak  that  ven- 
geance. (Gives  Estelle  a  pistol.)  Here  is  a  weapon, 
here  my  breast  ;  kill  me  I  place  my  life  in  your 
hands.  (Estelle  in  terror  recoils.)  Do  you  pause  ? 
Is  this  childish  fear,  or  madness  ?  Kill  me,  I  say. 
Do  I  not  deserve  death  ?  Ha,  ha  !  I  see  yon  fear 
to  harm  me—  fear  !  Let  a  recital  of  your  wrongs 
call  down  upon  me  a  just  and  well-merited  retribu- 
tion. Mark  me.  'Twas  I  who  first  whispered  in 
your  husband's  ear  disobedience,  and  he  sailed 
without  orders;  'twas  I  who  scuttled  the  ship, 
and  then  conveyed  false  intelligence  to  the  Governor 
of  the  colony  ;  'twas  I  who  poisoned  the  minds  of 
the  Portuguese  captain  and  his  crew  ;  and  'twas  I 
dashed  Philip  Vanderdecken  from  the  rock  of  the 
"Long  Kloof."  Mark  me—  I  did  all  this,  and 
ask  yon  to  slay  me. 

Est.  Unholy  being  !  I  will  not,  dare  not,  obey 
you.  Evil  may  for  a  time  predominate  in  our 
hearts,  but  it  cannot  subdue  the  divinity  within 
ns.  (Pause.)  You  have  sinned  —  are  sinning.  From 
the  bitterness  of  my  own  heart  I  can  gather  what 
must  be  yours.  My  heart  is  broken  by  your  cruelty, 
and  when  you  stop  it  for  ever,  you  will  perform 
unintentionally  a  merciful  act.  I  cannot  destroy, 
but  leave  you  a  prey  to  your  own  conscience  —  that 
is  a  sufficient  punishment.  I—  I  forgive  you. 

(Impressive  music.) 


Schrif.  (Amazed.)  Forgive—; forgive  me ! 

Est.  I  do  forgive  you! — with  all  my  heart — with 
all  my  soul ! 

Schrif.  Then  my  mission  is  fulfilled!  (Crash, 
and  music  ceases.)  Forgiveness  being  the  highest 
attribute  of  heaven.  I  am,  Estelle,  the  arch  enemy 
of  mankind ;  but  now  powerless,  as  I  exist  only  in 
the  minds  of  those  who  evil  meditate.  Your  hus- 
band yet  Lives.  He  was  rescued  from  the  falling 
waters  of  the  Long  Kloof.  I  am  forbidden  to  tell 
more.  You  have  another  trial  to  encounter,  more 
terrible  than  all  former  ones.  The  rising  tide  will 
engulph  you,  and  Philip  Vauderdecken  will  never 
see  you  more.  Ha,  ha  !  I  yet  shall  triumph. 

[ScTiri/tera  appears  to  vanish  almost  im- 
perceptibly from  view  (through  vam- 
pire in  rock,  R.),  leaving  Estelle  alone 
on  the  stage. 

Est.  I  cannot  believe  the  reality  of  this  scene. 
Reason  is  tottering  on  the  verge  of  insanity.  My 
husband  yet  lives — then  I  who  prayed  for  death, 
now  own  life  is  worth  enduring.  But  by  what 

means  can  I (Turns,  and  loofcs  around.)    Ah  t 

it  is  so,  as  he  said ;  the  sea  is  rising,  and  rising 
fast,  as  if  it  would  submerge  the  very  spot  upon 
which  I  am  standing.  It  is  too  late  for  thought, 
but  truth,  nature,  affection,  supply  its  place.  No 
usual  impulse  now  urges  me  to  fight  with  death. 
Yes,  yes,  the  waters  are  gaining  ground;  the 
avenues  are  closed,  and  I  must  perish  in  the  in- 
rushing  tide !  Heaven !  Heaven  !  has  my  hour 
come?  No— there  is  yet  hope.  Seel  a  vessel 
rides  in  the  offing.  My  voice  is  weak — they  could 
not  hear  me  ;  they  are  too  far  distant  to  see  the 
waving  of  my  hand.  How  can  I  attract  atten- 
tion ?  Ah !  some  superior  power  dictates.  I  will 
gather  some  dried  weeds  on  the  rock,  and  set 
them  in  a  flame;  the  ship,  lured  by  the  beacon, 
will  tack  hither.  (Estelle  gathers  weeds,  and  then 
falters.)  Alas!  'tis  useless;  the  sea  will  yet  ring 
my  knell.  I  have  no  means  wherewith  to  ignite 
the  pile.  Yes,  yes,  they  are  here — (Shrieks  hys- 
terically)—lie  has  left  the  pistol! 

(Estelle  fires  the  pistol  into  the  heap,  and 
a  bright  flame  bursts  forth.  —  She 
ascends  an  eminence,  R.) 

Providence  has  befriended  me— they  observe  the 
signal.  A  black  speck  is  on  the  waters — it  is  a  boat 
put  off  to  save  me.  Quick,  quick,  brave  seamen ! 
—Quick  as  is  my  heart!  The  restless  surge  is 
stealing  rapidly  upon  the  rocks  !  Ah,  mercy !  I 
fear  they  will  be  too  late !  I  shall  sink  into  the 
yawning  gulf  before  they  can  reach  me ! 

(A  boat  appears,  L.,  with  PHILIP 
VANDERDECKEN  and  SEAMEN. 
— Philip  leaps  the  rock,  and  rescues 
Estelle  from  her  perilous  situation, 
and  places  her  in  the  boat.— The 
boat  makes  for  an  immense  fully- 
rigged  schooner  which  floats  for- 
ward, c.-WINKY  BOSS  is  con- 
spicuous on  her  bows,  and  expresses 
joy  on  seeing  Estelle. — The  boat  gets 
alongside,  ropes  are  thrown  out  to 
Vanderdecken,  and  all  are  busied 
getting  Estelle  on  board  the  schoooer. 
—Shouts  of  the  Seamen  and  Tableau 
as  Curtain  falls.) 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


The  Favourite  Illastrated  Magazines  of  the  Day,  for  the  Home  Circle, 

BOW    BELLS, 

Published  Every  Wednesday,    contains 

Twenty-four  large  folio  Paffeg  of  Original  Matter  by  Popular  Writers,  and  about  Twelve  Illustrations 
by  Eminent  Artists,  and  is  the  Largest  in  the  World. 

The  General  Contents  consist  of  Two  or  Three  Continuous  Novels,  Tales  of  Adventure  founded  on  fact 
Tales  of  Heroism,  also  founded  on  fact,  History  and  Legends  of  Old  Towns,  with  Illustrative  .Sketches  from 
the  Original  Pictures,  Complete  Stories,  Tales,  Picturesque  Sketches,  Tales  of  Operas.  Lives  of  Celebrated 
Actresses  (past  and  present),  Adventures,  National  Customs,  Curious  Facts,  Memoirs  with  Portraits  of 
Celebrities  of  the  Day,  Essays,  Poetrv,  Fine  Art  Engravings,  Original  and  Select  Music,  Pages  Devoted 
to  the  Ladies.  The  Work-Table,  Receipts,  Our  Own  Sphinx,  Acting  Charades,  Chess,  Varieties,  Sayings 
and  Doings,  Notices  to  Correspondents,  <fcc. 

Weekly.  One  Penny.    Monthly  Parts,  Ninepence.    Remit  Threehalj pence  in  Stamps,  for  Specimen  Copy. 

With  the  Monthly  Parts  are  Presented:— Fancy  Needlework  Supplements,  Coloured  Parisian  Plates' 
Berlin  Wool  Patterns,  Fashionable  Parisian  Head-dresses,  Point  Lace  Needlework,  &c.  <fcc. 

ALL  THE  BEST  AVAILABLE  TALENT,   ARTISTIC  AND  LITERARY,  ARE  ENGAGED. 

Volumes  I  to  XXXVIII,  elegantly  bound,  Now  Ready. 

Each  Volume  contains  nearly  300  Illustrations,  and  640  Pages  of  Letterpress.  These  are  the  most  hand 
some  volumes  ever  offered  to  the  Public  for  Five  Shillings.  Post-free,  One  Shillingand  Sixpence  extra. 


COMPANION   WOEK    TO   BOW  BELLS. 
Simultaneously  with  Bow  BELLS  is  issued,  Price  One  Penny,  in  handsome  wrapper, 

BOW    BELLS    NOVELETTES. 

This  work  is  allowed  to  be  the  handsomest  Periodical  of  its  class  in  cheap  literature.  The  authors  and 
artists  are  of  the  highest  repute.  Each  number  contains  a  complete  Novelette  of  about  the  length  of  a 
One-Volume  Novel. 

Bow  Bells  Novelettes  consists  of  sixteen  large  pages,  with  three  beautiful  illustrations,  and  is  issued  in 
style  far  superior  to  any  other  magazines  ever  published.  The  work  is  printed  in  a  clear  and  good  type, 
on  paper  ot  a  fine  quality. 

Bow  Bells  Movclettos  is  also  published  in  Parts,  Price  Sixpence,  eacli  part  containing  Four  Complete 
Novels.  Vols.  1  to  IX,  each  containing  Twenty-five  complete  Novels,  bound  in  elegantly  coloured  cover, 
price  2s.  6d.,  or  bound  in  cloth,  gilt-lettered,  4s.  6d. 


THE  HISTORIC  AND  LEGENDS  OF  OLD  CASTLES  AND  ABBEYS.-With  Illustrations  from  Original 
Sketphes.  The  Historical  Facts  are  compiled  from  the  most  authentic  sources,  and  the  Original  Legends 
and  Engravings  are  written  and  drawn  by  eminent  Authors  and  Artists.  The  Work  is  printed  in  bold, 
clear  type,  on  good  paper;  and  forms  a  handsome  and  valuable  Work,  containing  743  quarto  pages,  and 
190  Illustrations.  Price  Twelve  Shillings  and  Sixpence. 

DICKS'  EDITION  OF  STANDARD  PLAYS.— Price  One  Penny  each.  Comprising  all  the  most  Popular 
Plays,  by  the  most  Eminent  Writers.  Most  of  the  Plays  contain  from  1G  to  32  pages,  are  printed  in  clear 
type,  on  paper  of  good  quality.  Each  Play  is  Illustrated,  and  sewn  in  an  Illustrated  Wrapper.  Numbers 
1  to  400,  now  ready. 

THE  HOUSEHOLD  BOOK  OF  DOMESTIC  ECONOMY.— Price  One  Shilling.  Post  free,  Is.  6d.  This 
remarkably  cheap  and  useful  book  contains  everything  for  everybody,  and  slrould  be  found  in  every 
lionsehold. 

DICKS'  BRITISH  DRAMA.— Comprising  the  Works  of  the  most  Celebrated  Dramatists.  Complete  in 
12  Volumes.  Each  volume  containing  about  20  plays.  Every  Play  Illustrated.  Price  One  Shilling  each 
Volume.  Per  Post,  Fourpence  extra. 

BOW  BELLS  HANDY  BOOKS.— A  Series  of  Little  Books  under  the  above  title.  Each  work  contains 
64  pages,  printed  in  clear  type,  and  on  fine  paper. 

1.  Etiquette  for  Ladies.  I  3.  Language  of  Flowers  1  5.  Etiquette  on  Courtship 

2.  I  4.  Guide  to  the  Ball  Room.         I  and  Marriage. 

Price  3d.    Post  free,  3£d.    Every  family  should  possess  the  Bow  BELLS  HANDY  BOOKS. 

THE  TOILETTE:  A  Guide  to  the  Improvement  of  Personal  Appearance  and  the  Preservation  of  Health. 
A  New  Edition,  price  Is.,  or  by  post,  Is.  id.,  cloth,  gilt. 

London:   JOHN  DICKS,  313,  Strand;  and  all  Booksellers. 


ADVEKTISEMENTS. 


DICKS'    E  N  G  L  I 
DICKS'  SHAKSPERE,  One  Shilling.      Per  post, 

(id.  extra.—  Complete:  containing  all  the  great 

Poet's  Flays,  37  in  number,  from  the  Original 

Text.    The  whole  of  his  Poems,  with  Memoir 

and  Portrait,  and  37  Illnstrations. 
BYRON'S  WORKS.  One  Shilling.      Per  post,  6d. 

extra.  —A  New  Edition  of  tlie  Works   of  Lord 

Byron,    636  Pages,  21  Illustrations. 
POPE'S   WORKS,   One    Shilling.      Per  post.  6d. 

extra.—  The  works  of  Alexander  Pope,  complete. 

With  Notes,    by  Joseph  Wharton,  D.U.    Por- 

trait, and  numerous  Illustrations. 
GOLDSMITH'S  WORKS,  Ninepence.     Per  post, 

3d.  extra.—  The  Works  of  Oliver  Gol 


er  Goldsmith,  with 
New  and  complete  Illus- 


Memoir and  Portrait. 

trated  Edition. 
MRS.  HEMANS'  WORKS,  Ninepence.    Per  post, 

3d.    extra.  —A    new    Edition,    with   Memoir, 

Portrait,  and  Vignette. 
'SCOTT'S  POETICAL  WORKS,   Sixpence.     Per 

post,  2d.  extra.—  New  Edition  of  the  Poems  of 

Sir  Walter  Scott.    Illustrated. 
LONGFE  -LOW'S  WORKS,  Sixpence.    Per  post, 

2d.  extra.—  New  Edition,  with  Memoir,  Portrait, 

and  Frontispiece. 
MILTON'S   WORKS,   Sixpence.       Per  post,  2d. 

extra.—  A  new  Edition,  complete,  with  Memoir, 
,       Portrait,  and  Frontispiece. 


S  H    CLASSICS. 
COWPER'S   WORKS,   Sixpence.      Per  post,  C 
extra.— A  new  and  complete  Edition,  with  M 
moir,  Portrait,  and  Frontispiece, 

WORDSWORTH'S  WORKS,  Sixpence.  Per  po: 
2d.  extra.— A  new  and  complete  Edition,  wi 
numerous  illustrations. 

BURNS'  POETICAL  WORKS,  Sixpence.  P 
post,  2d.  extra. —This  now  and  complc 
Edition  of  tbe  Poems  of  Hubert  liurns  is  elat 
rately  Illustrated,  and  contains  the  whole  of  t 
Poems,  Life,  and  Correspondence  of  the  ere 
Scottish  Bard. 

MOORE'S  POETICAL  WORKS,  Sixpence.  I 
post,  2d:  extra.  — New  and  complete  Editic 
with  numerous  Illustrations. 

THOMSON'S  SEASONS,  Sixpence.  Per  po 
2d.  extra.— The  works  of  James  Thomson,  coi 
plete,  with  Memoir,  Portrait,  and  four  Ilh 
trations. 

THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS,  Sixpence.  Per  po 
3d.  extra.— A  new  Translation,  complete,  w 
numerous  Illustrations. 

BUNYAN'S  PILGRIM'S  PROGRESS,  III 
trated.— Twopence.  Post-free.  24d.  Unahrid< 
Edition.  [REMIT  HALFPENNY  STAMP. 


DICKS'     ENGLISH     NOVELS. 

Now  Publishing,  in  perfect  volume  form,  price   Sixpence,  a  Series  of  Original  Novels. 


1.  For  a  Woman's  Sake.    W.  Phillips. 

2.  Against  Tide.    Miriam  Koss. 

8.  Hush  Money.    C.  H.  lloss. 

4.  Talbot  Harland.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

5.  Will  She  Have  Him  V    A.  Graham. 

6.  Heiress  of  the  Mount.    By  S.  Dunn. 

7.  Counterfeit  Coin.  Author  of  "Against  Tide." 
S.  Entrances  <fc  Exits.   Author  of  "Anstrutha." 

9.  Eugene  Aram.     By  Lord  Lytton. 
ia  Tower  Hill.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

11.  Rose  <fc  Shamrock.  Author  of  "Lestelle." 

12.  South-Sea  Bubble.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

13.  Nobody's  Fortune.     Edmund  Yates. 

14.  Twenty  Straws.  Author  of  "Carynthia." 

15.  Lord  Lisle's  Daughter.    C.  M.  Braeme. 

16.  After  Many  Years.  Author  of  "Against  Tide.' 

17.  Kachel,  the  Jewess.    M.  E.  O.  Malen. 

18.  What  is  to  Be.   Author  of  "Twenty  Straws." 

19.  John  Trevlyn's  Revenge.    E.  Phillips. 

20.  Bound  by  a  Spell.    H.  llebak. 

•21.  Yellow  Diamond.    Author  of  "Lestelle." 

22.  The  Younger  Son.  Rev.  H.  V.  Palmer. 

23.  Stories  with  ft  Vengeance.  By  G.  A.  Sala.  &cl 
•24.  Naomi.    Author  of  "Kachel." 

25.  Swept  &  Garnished.    A.  W.  Thompson. 

26.  Jennie  Gray.    Author  of  "Against  Tide." 
•27.  Lestelle.    Author  of  "Yellow  Diamond." 
•28.  Tracked.    Author  of  "Bound  by  a  Spell." 
•29.  Carynthia.  Author  of  "Twenty  Straws." 
SO.  Violet  and  Rose.     Author  of  "Blue  Bell." 
81.  Cost  of  a  Secret.    Author  of  "TwoPearls." 
.•32.  Terrible  Tales.    By  G.  A.  Sala. 

33.  Doomed.    Author  of  "  Tracked." 

34.  White  Lady.  Author  of  "  Ingaretha." 

35.  Link  vour  Chain.    Author  of  "Blue  Bell." 
.36.  Two  Pearls.    Author  of  "Lestelle." 

37.  Young  Cavalier.     Author  of '-Tracked." 

38.  The  Shadow  Hand.    Author  of  "Naomi." 

39.  VVentworth  Mystery.    Watts  Phillips. 

40.  Merry  England.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

41.  Blue  Bell.    Author  of  "Link  your  Chain." 

42.  Humphrey  Grant's  Will.  Author  "Doomed." 

43.  Jessie  Phillips.   Mrs.  Trollope. 

44.  A  Desperate  Deed.    By  Erskine  Boyd. 

45.  Blanche  Fleming.    By  Sara  Dunn. 

46.  The  Lost  Earl.    By  P*  McDermott. 

47.  The  Gipsy  Bride.    By  M.  E.  O.  Malen. 

48.  Last  Days  of  Pompeii.    By  Lord  Lytton. 

49.  The  Lily  of  St.  Erne.    By  Mrs.  Crow 


50.  The  Goldsmith's  Wife.    W  H.  Ainswortl 

51.  Hawthorne.    By  M.  E.  O.  Malen. 

52.  Bertha.    By  Author  "  Bound  by  P,  Spell 

53.  To  Rank  through  Crime.    By  Jt.  Griffith 

54.  The  Stolen  Will.    By  M.  E.  O.  Milieu 

55.  Pomps  and  Vanities,    liev.  H.  V.  Palme 
50.  Fortune's  Favourites.    By  Sara  Dunn. 
57.  Mysterious  House  in  Chelsea.    By  K.  B 
28.  Two  Countesses  &  Two  Lives.      M.E  M; 

59.  Playing  to  Win.    George  Manville  Fen 

60.  The  Pickwick  Papers.   Bv  Charles  Dick 

61.  Doom  of  the  Dancing  Master.     C.  H.  R< 

62.  Wife's  Secret.  Author  of  "The  Hcires. 

63.  Castlerose.    Margaret  Blount. 

64.  Golden  Fairy.    Author  of  "Lestelle. 
63.  The  Birthright.    Author  of  "  Castlerose 

66.  Misery  Joy.    Author  of  "Hush  Money 

67.  The  Mortimers.  Author  of  "  Wife's  Sec 

68.  Chetwynd  Calverley.    W.  H.  Ainswortl 

69.  Woman's  Wiles.    Mrs.  Crow. 

70.  Ashfield  Priory.    Author  of  "  Rachel." 

71.  Brent  Hall.    By  Author  of  "Birthright 

72.  Lance  Urquh  art's  Loves.    Annie  Thon 

73.  For  Her  Natural  Life.    Mrs.  Winstanl 

74.  Marion's  Quest.    Mrs.  Laws. 

75.  Imogen  Herbert.    Author  of  "Mortim 

76.  Ladye  Laura's  Wraith.    P.  McDermott 

77.  Fall  of  Somerset.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

78.  Pearl  of  Levonby.    By  M.  E.  O.  Malen. 

79.  My  Lady's  Master.    By  C.  Stevens. 

80.  Beatrice  Tyldesley.    By  W.  H.  Ainswo 

81.  Overtaken.    I5y  Starr  Rivers. 

82.  Held  in  Thrall.    Bv  Mrs  L.  Crow. 

83.  Splendid  Misery.    By  C.  H.  Hazlewood 

84.  Nicholas  Nickleby.  'By  Charles  Dicke 

85.  Oliver  Twist.    By  Charles  Dickens. 

86.  Barnaby  Kudge     Bv  Charles  Dickens 

87.  Ingaretha.    By  M.  E.  O.  Malen. 

88.  Paul  Clifford.    By  Lord  Lytton. 

89.  Rienzi.    By  Lord  Lytton. 

90.  Old  Curiosity  Shop.     By  Charles  Die 

91.  Pelham.     By  Lord  Lytton. 
92. 

ryLorrequer.    By  i 
94.  Faust.    By  G.  W.  M." Reynolds 
?5.  The  Soldier's  Wife.    Hy  G.  W.  M.  Reyr 

96.  Valentine  Vox.    By  Henry  Cock  ton. 

97.  Sketches  by  ••  Boz."    By  Charles  Dicl! 


(KSof  the  Rhine.  }By*»rdLy, 
Harry  Lorrequer.    By  Charles  Lever,  i 


Price  SIXPENCE;  post  free,  9d.  Except  Nos.  8  and  13,  double  size,  ONE  SHILLING.    Remit  Halfpenny  8ta| 
London  JOHN  DICKS,  313,  Strand;  and  all  Booksellers. 


DICKS'  STANDARD  PLAYS. 


'he  Way  to  Keep  Him. 
iraganza. 

269.  Lionel  and  Clarissa. 
270.  The  Red  Crow. 

339.  The  Maid  of  Croissey. 
340.  Rip  Van  Winkle. 

'o  Song  no  Supper. 

271.  The  Contrivance. 

341.  The  Court  Fool. 

'aming  of  the  Shrew. 

272.  The  Broken  Sword. 

342.  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin. 

'he  Spanish  Student. 

273.  Polly  Honeycomb. 

04,     (  Deaf  as  a  Post. 

'he  Double  Dealer. 

274.  Nell  Gwynne. 

'    (.  A  Soldier's  Courtship. 

'lie  Mock  Doctor. 

275.  Cymon. 

344.  The  Bride  of  Lainrnerrnotf:. 

he  Fashionable  Lover. 

276.  Perfection. 

345.  Gwynneth  Vaughan. 

lie  Guardian. 

277.  Count  of  Narbonne. 

346.  Esmeralda. 

ain. 

278.  Of  Age  To-morrow. 

347.  Joan  of  Arc. 

.osina. 
.ove's  Labour's  Lost 

279.  The  Orphan  of  China. 
280.  Pedlar's  Acre. 

348.  Town  and  Country. 
oAa    $  The  Middy  Ashore. 

he  Hunchback. 

281.  The  Mogul's  Tale. 

°*y<   I  Matteo  Falcone. 

he  Apprentice. 

282.  Othello  Travestie. 

350.  The  Duchess  of  Malfi. 

,aisiug  the  Wind. 

283.  Law  of  Lombardy. 

351.  Naval  Engagements. 

overs'  Quarrels. 

284.  The  Day  after  the  We  Ming. 

352.  Victoriue. 

he  Rent  Day. 
1  irononhotonthologos. 

285.  The  Jew. 
286.  The  Irish  Tutor. 

353.  The  Spectre  Bridegroom. 
35  1.  Alice  Gray. 

;is  First  Champagne. 

287.  Such  Things  Are. 

o-e     fFis-hO  ut  of  Water 

ericles,  Prince  of  Tyre. 

288.  The  Wife. 

500  '   I  Family  Jars. 

.obinson  Crusoe. 

289.  The  Dragon  of  Wantley. 

356.  Kory  O'More 

Ji's  Much  to  Blame. 

290.  Snil  Dhuv,  the  Coiner. 

357.  Zarah. 

lla  Rosenberg. 

291.  The  Lying  Valet. 

c  Love  in  Humble  Life. 

he  Quaker. 

292.  The  Lily  of  St.  Leonai  d's. 

358.   <  Fifteen    Years  of  Labour 

3hool  of  Reform. 

293.  Oliver  Twist. 

(.     Lost. 

ing  Henry  IV.  (Pai-t  I.) 

294.  The  Housekeeper. 

359.  A  Dream  of  the  Future 

>  Years  of  a  drunkard's  life 

295.  Child  of  Nature. 

360     (  Mrs.  White. 

homas  and  Sally. 

296.  Home,  Sweet  Home. 

'    (.  Cherry  Bounce. 

ombastes  Furioso. 

297.  Which  is  the  Man. 

361.  The  Elder  Brother 

irst  Love. 

298.  Cains  Gracchus. 

362.  The  Robber's  Wife 

he  Somnambulist. 
M's  Well  that  Ends  Well. 

299.  Mayor  of  Garratt. 
300.  Woodman. 

ofio     /The  Sleeping  Draught. 
(.The  Smoked  Miser. 

he  Lottery  Ticket. 

801.  Midnight  Hour. 

364.  Love. 

ustavus  Vasa. 

302.  Woman's  Wit. 

365.  The  Fa.tal  Dowry. 

.veethearts  and  Wives. 

303.  The  Purse. 

366     ("The  Bengal  Tiger. 

he  Miller  of  Mansfield. 

304.  The  Votary  of  Wealth. 

*    (  Kill  or  Cure. 

lack-Eyed  Susan. 

305.  The  Life  Buoy. 

367.  Paul  Clifford, 

ing  Henry  IV.   (Part  2.) 

306.  Wild  Oats. 

368.  The  Dumb    Man    of    Mai»- 

be  Station-house. 

307.  Rookwood. 

chester. 

ae  Recruiting  Officer. 

308.  The  Gambler's  Fate. 

369.  The  Sergeant's  Wife. 

be  Tower  of  Nesle. 

309.  Herne  the  Hunter. 

370.  Jonathan  Bradford. 

ing  Henry  V. 

310.  "Yes!"  and  "No!" 

371.  Gilderoy. 

36  Rendezvous. 

311.  The  Sea  Captan. 

079    /  Diamond  cut  Diamond. 

ppearanceis  Against  Them 

312.  Eugene  Aram. 

°'^   i  Philippe. 

;lliam  Tell. 

313.  The  Wrecker's  Daughter. 

373.  A  Legend  of  Florence 

)m  Thumb. 

314.  Alfred  the  Great. 

374.  David  Copperfield. 

he  Rake's  Progress. 

01  K     $  The  Wandering  Minstrel 

375.  Dombey  and  Son. 

Lag  Henry  VI.    (Part  1.) 

315'    I  Intrigue. 

376.  Wardock  Kennilson 

lae  Devils. 
icats  of  Scapin. 

o-,  fi     f  My  Neighbour's  Wife. 
'   1  The  Married  Bachelor. 

377.  Night  and  Morning. 
378.  Lucretia  Borgia 

i  mrles  the  Second. 

317.  Richelieu. 

379.  Ernest  Maltravers. 

*  jve  Makes  the  Man. 

318.  Money. 

OOA     (The  Dancing  Barber. 

irginius. 

319.  Ion. 

»*>.    ^Turning  the  Tables. 

ie  School  for  Arrogance. 

320.  The  Bridal- 

381.  The  Poor  of  New  York. 

:e  Two  Gregories. 

321.  Paul  Pry. 

382.  bt  Mary's  Eve. 

ing  Henry  V         (Part  2.) 
rs.  Wiggins. 

322.  The  Love  Chase. 
323.  Glencoe. 

383.  Secrets  worth  Knowing. 
384.  The  Carpenter  of  Rouen. 

ie  Mysterious  Husband. 

oo  t     f  The  Spitalfields  Weaver. 

385.  Ivanhoe. 

,  ie  Heart  of  Midlothian. 

(.  Stage  Struck. 

386.  The  Ladies'  Club. 

'  tag  Henry  VI.     (Part  3.) 

325.  Robert  Macaire. 

007    S  Hercules,  King  of  Clubs. 

ie  Illustrious  Stranger, 
ie  Register  Office. 

326.  The  Country  Squire. 
327.  The  Athenian  Captive 

aof'   \  Bears  not  Beasts. 
388.  Bleak  House  ;  or,  Poor  Jo. 

!)mimque. 

o0rj     (  Barney  the  Baron. 

389.  The  Colleen  Bawn 

j  ie  Chapter  of  Accidents. 
31  jscarte. 

d28'   I  The  Happy  Man. 
329.  Dor  Freischutz 

390.  The  Shaughraun. 
391.  The  Octoroon. 

ero  and  Leander. 

330.  Hush  Money. 

392.  Sixteen  String  Jack. 

l<  Cure  for  the  Heartache, 
ie  Siege  of  Damascus. 

331.  East  Lynno. 
332.  The  Robbers. 

393,  Barnaby  Rudge. 
394.  The  Cricket  on  the  Hearth. 

ie  Secret. 

333.  The  Bottle. 

395.   Susan  Hopley. 

'1  jaf  and  Dumb. 

n  inks  of  the  Hudson. 

334.  Kenilworth. 
335.  The  Mountaineers. 

396.  The  Way  to  get  Married. 
397.  The  Wandering  Jew. 

13  Wedding  Day. 
11  i-igh  When  You  Can. 

a36.  Simpson  and  Co. 
337.  A  Roland  for  an  Oliver 

398.  The  Old  Curiosity  Shop. 
399.  Under  the  Gaslight 

hat  Next? 

oqo    /  Siamese  Twins. 

400.  Jane  Eyre. 

lymond  and  Agnes. 

(.  The  Turned  Head. 

401.  Raffaelle  the  Reprobate 

DICKS'  STANDARD  PLAYS. 


,no   <"  Hunting  a  Turtle 
(  Catching  an  Heiress. 
fA  Good  Night's  Rest 

403.  ^  Lodgings  for  Single  Gen- 

L.    tlemen 

404.  The  Wreii  Boys 
MX    f  The  Swiss  Cottage 

(.  'Twas  I 
406.  Clari 

,07   f  Sudden  Thoughts 
*w'  LHow  to  Pay  the  Rent 
408.  Mary,  Queen  of  Scots 
AftQ    ("The  Culprit 
40y>  LThe  Boarding  School 
410.  Lucille 
A11    fThe  Four  Sisters 
*"•  LNothing  to  Nurse 
412.  My  Unknown  Friend 
,,o    fThe  Young  Widow 

LMore  Blunders  than  One 
414.  Woman's  Love 
.,*    f  A  Widow's  Victim 
ii0-  LA  Day  after  the  Fair 
416.  The  Jewess 

417    fThe  Unfinished  Gentleman 
•    '  LThe  Captain  is  not  A-miss 
418.  Medea 


419. 


("The  Twins 


(.  My  Uncle's  Card 
420.  Martha  Willis 
joi    (  Love's  Labyrinth 
421>  (  Ladder  of  Love 
422.  The  White  Boys 
,0o    (  Mistress  of  the  Mill 
4-d<  I  Frederick  of  Prussia 
424.  Mabel's  Curse 
425  ( -^  PerPlexin?  Predicament 
•  1 A  Day  in  Paris 

426.  The  Rye  House  Plot 

427.  The  Little  Jockey 

428.  The  Man  in  the  Iron  Mask 

429.  The  Dumb  Conscript 

430.  The  Heart  of  London 

431.  Frankenstein 

432.  The  Fairy  Circle 

,00    f  Sea-Bathing  at  Home 
***•  1  The  Wrong  Man 

434.  The  Farmer's  Story 

435.  The  Lady  and  the  Devil 

436.  Vanderdeckeu 

437.  Romance  of  a  Poor  Young 

Man 

.op    f  Under  which  King 
(. "  Tobit's  Dog  " 


439.  His  Last  Legs 

440.  The  Life  of  an  Actress 

441.  White  Horse  of  the  Peppers  I 

442.  The  Artist's  Wife 

443.  Black  Domino 

444.  The  Village  Outcast. 

445.  Ten  Thousand  a  Year 

446.  Beulah  Spa 

447.  Perils  of  Pippins 

448.  The  Barrack  Room 

449.  Richard  Plantagenet 

450.  The  Red  Rover 

451.  The  Idiot  of  Heidelberg 

452.  The  Assignation 

453.  The  Groves  of  Blarney 

454.  Ask  no  Questions 

455.  Ireland  as  it  is 

456.  Jonathan  in  England 

457.  Inkle  and  Yarico 

458.  The  Nervous  Man 

459.  The  Message  from  the  Sea 

460.  The  Black  Doctor 

461.  King  O'Neil    . 

A  on   <  Forty  and  Fifty 
*62'  (.Tom  Noddy's  Secret 
463.  The  Irish  Attorney 


Each  Play  will  be  printed  from  the  Original  Work  of  the  Author,  without  Abridgment. 
To  the  Theatrical  Profession,  Amateurs,  and  others,  this  edition  will  prove  invaluable,  as  full 
stage  directions,  costumes,  &c.,  are  given. 

London:  JOHN  DICKS,  313,  Strand.    All  Booksellers. 

To  the  Public.— Notwithstanding  the  cheapness  of  this  Edition  of  Standard  Plays, 
arrangements  have  been  entered  into  with  MB.  JOHN  MADDISON  MORTON,  the  emineni  | 
author,  for  introducing  many  of  his  most  successful  new  Comedies  and  Farces. 

AUTHORS  desirous  of  selling  the  Copyrights  of  their  Pieces,  are  requested  to  apply  by 
letter  to  MR.  JOHN  DICKS,  313,  Strand,  London.  As  it  is  intended  to  confine  this  | 
publication  to  the  superior  productions  of  the  stage,  it  will  be  needless  to  offer  anything 
that  has  not  been  eminently  successful. 


DICKS'  PIANOFORTE  TUTOR. 

This  book  is  full  music  size,  and  contains  instructions  and  exercises,  full  of  sim- 
plicity and  melody,  which  will  not  weary  the  student  in  their  study,  thus  rendering  the 
work  the  best  Pianoforte  Guide  ever  issued.  It  contains  as  much  matter  as  those  tutors 
for  which  six  times  the  amount  is  charged.  The  work  is  printed  on  toned  paper  of 
superior  quality,  and  in  good  and  large  type.  Price  One  Shilling ;  post-free,  twopence 
extra. 


CZERNY'S  STUDIES  FOR  TH 
PIANOFORTE. 

These  celebrated  Studies  in  precision  and  velocity,  for  which  the  usual  price  has 
Half -a-Guinea,  is  now  issued  at  One  Shilling ;  post-free,  threepence  extra.  Every  studenl 
of  the  Pia  loforte  ought  to  possess  this  companion  to  the  tutor  to  assist  him  at  obtaini — 
proficiency  on  the  instrument. 

London:  JOHN  DICKS,  313,  Strand;  and  all  Booksellers. 
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